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OW well | remember 
the x-ray | once saw 
advertised in a weekly 
magazine. | recall even 
the Box number to 
which | addressed my order and 
ten cents in childish expectation. 
For weeks | met the postman every 
day and asked whether my bar- 
gain x-ray had come. According 
to the advertisement | would be 
able ‘‘apparently"’ to see _ the 
bones in my fingers, the lead in 
my pencil. 

When, at last, my x-ray came, | 
was a disillusioned youngster. | 
remembered an answer | had once 
received from a similar business 
venture when | answered the ad- 
vertisement: “Send 10¢ and we 
will tell you how to become rich." 
The answer came—cruel in_ its 
brevity: ‘Catch suckers as we do." 
The x-ray was another badly in- 
vested dime, for it consisted in 
nothing but a piece of cardboard 
with a hole in it. Even the feather 
that now-a-days completes the set 
was missing. 

Dale Carnegie in a talk recently 
told how he had once bought 
metal plates to fasten to his shoes, 
because he was told it would pre- 
vent baldness, an effect assured by 
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reason of ‘the contact with Moth- 
er Earth.” 

A Chicago restaurateur had lit- 
tle money for advertising purposes, 
so he bought an enormous fish 
bowl, filled it with water, and put 
it in his window with a sign: ‘‘In- 
visible fish from Patagonia.’ Po- 
licemen were called to keep the 
gaping crowds moving. Barnum 
was right; ‘There is one born every 
minute.” 

Not all hoaxes are as harmless 
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as metal plates and paper x-rays 
and invisible fish. Quack doctors 
are no longer the medicine-show 
men we knew in the town square. 
They have more recently become 
quack philosophers, psychiatrists, 
and fake evangelists. They have 
taken to the air to add to the din 
and confusion of modern America. 
Their wares in the realm of mind 
are far more damaging than the 
tooth medicine, liver pills, and 
tapeworm removers of yesterday. 

It is time for somebody to blast 
to the everlasting bonfire the sys- 
tem of certain Freudian phychia- 
trists who are peddling the super- 
hoax of all times—'‘the release of 
inhibitions’’ and restoration § of 
mental health by  extra-marital 
sexual experiences condemned by 
God and man, and specious argu- 
ments of the Planned Parenthood- 
ers of America, who are a formid- 
able fifth column in our country 
today, more treacherous by far 
than political forces of revolution. 
The gullible dupes falling for these 
booby traps would do themselves 
a thousand times better to buy 
Brooklyn Bridge for a backyard 
trapeze or the Information Desk of 
Grand Central Station for a bana- 
na stand. 


THE SUBPER“HOAX OF ALL TIMES 








It is with the second of these 
groups that | have a bone to pick. 
Thelr propaganda is everywhere; 
in the slurs of radio comedians, 
who frequently make virtuous par- 
ents and large families the butt of 
their jokes; in the ‘“‘No Children” 
signs of apartment owners; in the 
poorly disguised ads for ‘‘rubber 
goods"; and in the free advice of 
some newspaper columnists. The 
divorces, moral degeneracy, the 
abortions that infect a nation 
steeped in artificial contraception, 
to say nothing of the countless 
souls pouring to perdition, are not 
mentioned in the propaganda. 

A commercial artist's conception 
of a cozy house with spic and 
span rooms— and no children— 
often leads a young couple to sell 
their innocence, their ideals, their 
potential families, and thelr immor- 
tal souls for the imaginary happi- 
ness of that empty house and the 
eternal misery of an overcrowded 
hell. Happiness does not often 
dwell in spic and span houses, but 
in humble homes where tiny feet are 
everlastingly dragging in mud and 
little fists are smearing the furni- 
ture with jellybread. Bruised knees 
have to be bandaged, and scuffed 
shoes have to be repaired, it is 
true,but what can equal the happi- 
ness of a father and a mother 


TAR OO 


N the recent war we 
heard of Japanese sui- 
cide bombers, bent on 
destroying themselves 
and their enemy in one 
fell swoop. We also read of ship- 
wrecked Japanese sailors who 
struck to kill their captors as they 
attempted to rescue the hapless 
Japs from the ocean. Hari-kari 
seemed preferable to letting their 
enemy prevail. The Birth Control- 
lers—the Birth Preventers—if left 
alone will kill themselves. We are 
not thanked for our efforts to take 
the poison from their hands. We 
wonder sometimes why we should 
trouble at all about exposing their 
fallacious reasoning. 


If my neighbor's house, adjacent 





98 


fulfilling their parental duties by 
binding the wounds and footing 
the bitls for their trusting little 
charges? Surely not the empty 
rooms and childless old age of 
those tortured in life by a guilty 
conscience and punished in death 
by an inexorable Judge. 


The Planned Parenthooders ad- 
vertise publicly social and econom- 
ic freedom, healthy and smart chil- 
dren; secretly, they promise sensu- 
al pleasure and lustful play with- 
out incurring any _ obligations. 
What they are really offering is 
selfish greed, broken homes, a 
superannuated nation, and a total 
loss of decency. Isn't the feathery 
x-ray for a dime the better bar- 
gain? Are not they advertising, 
“Catch suckers as we do’'? 


Sometimes the Catholic Church, 
which stands practically alone in 
defense of unborn children, point- 
ing the finger of condemnation at 
the violators of God's law, draws 
fire from the Sangerites. ‘‘What 
right has the Catholic Church,"’ 
they say, “‘to legislate for those 
not in her fold?’’...‘‘Those snoop- 
ing priests, not content with regu- 
lating business, the theaters, the 
libraries, now want to regulate the 
intimacies of man and wife in the 
privacy of their home.” 


OR PROHIB 


to my own, is on fire and he insists 
on letting it burn, | must oppose 
him to save my own property. Doc- 
tor Upham has possibly ordered 
quarantine placards on more than 
one house, thereby depriving some 
morally innocent family of its lib- 
erty. The good of society demands 
that the Board of Health isolate 
temporarily those who would des- 
troy us if they were allowed to 
mingle while infected with a con- 
tagious or infectious disease. 
When we Catholics oppose race 
suicide—and the Planned Parent- 
hooders may as well accept the 
name even if they do not like it— 
we are defending society from a 
worse menace than bubonic plague 
or leprosy. “Do not be afraid of 
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It was in this vein that J. H. J. 
Upham, M.D., then president of the 
Planned Parenthood Federation of 
America, took issue with Catholics 
for their opposition to the dissem- 
ination of birth control knowledge 
and literature. (American Mer- 
cury, Feb., 1944) Dr. Upham was 
at one time president of the Amer- 
ican Medical Association and dean 
emeritus of the Ohio State Univers- 
ity College of Medicine. He wrote 
as a doctor even though he forgot 
himself and wandered pretty much 
at large in his article. Here are 
the opinions he developed: 


1. That there is nothing inherent- 
ly irreligious in birth control seems 
clear enough from the fact that it 
has been repeatedly approved by 
leaders of practically all religious 
groups except the Roman Catho- 
lics ... (and therefore) what is in- 
volved is not a universal spiritual 
principle, but a specific religious 
taboo peculiar to one group, the 
Roman Catholics. ... 


2. Catholics should not be al- 
lowed to impose their taboos on 
the whole population, any more 
than other religious bodies may 
impose their peculiar prohibition to 
eat pork or to use medical treat- 
ment. 


Prion? 


those who kill the body but cannot 
kill the soul. But rather be afraid 
of him who is able to destroy both 
soul and body in hell’ (Matt. 10: 
28). 

Let us examine the matter about 
taboos. A taboo is a sacred inter- 
diction laid upon the use of certain 
things or words or the perform 
ance of certain actions, commonly 
imposed by chiefs or priests, and 
found among most races of primi- 
tive culture. (Similar restrictions 
are imposed by social convention.) 
Now the prohibition on the act 
that everyone knows today as 
birth control—the use of artificial 
contraceptives of all kinds and the 
irregular use of the marriage act— 
is not the prohibition of any Priest, 
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or Bishop, or Pope. It is the pro- 
hibition of God himself. And if it 
was meant for Catholics alone, 
then why are so many others 
boasting of their reliance on the 
Bible, wherein this prohibition is 
unmistakably set forth? How do 
they read Gen. 38:9-10; Romans 
1:24-27; 8:12-13; Gal. 5:24; Peter 
4:2; Thess. 4:4,5? 


Even if God had not promulgat- 
ed His law against it in the Sacred 
Scriptures, there would still be the 
natural law, which no man can 
escape, though it is possible to 
rationalize until the conscience 
fails any longer to protest. But 
just as the child holding its hands 
before its eyes does not remove 
the cause of its fright or shame, so 
neither does wilfully resisting the 
conscience do away with the natu- 
ral law. Masturbation is sinful be- 
cause it is unnatural, whether it is 
committed by one person or by 
two, and a marriage license and 
ceremony cannot remove the guilt. 
Even Bernard Shaw, who is not on 


CATHOLICS HAVE THE RIGHT TO 


OCTOR UPHAM reduced 

the issue to this: ‘Shall 

ignorance be made ob- 

ligatory in our free 

land?”’ He is writing 
about the Church's fight against 
the spread of birth control propa- 
ganda and the opening of ‘‘clin- 
ics’ throughout the country. | do 
not know if Upham ever had any 
children of his own or if he took 
measures to “prevent unwanted 
and dangerous pregnancies,"’ but 
if he had a child he was a poor 
father, indeed, unless he believed 
in the principle that it is good to 
keep certain kinds of knowledge 
from a child. If he does not believe 
in the principle, he must allow any 
number of cut-throats and gam- 
blers to come in and teach his son 
or daughter their nefarious arts. 
He would be obliged to take a 
week off to show his son the ab- 
normalities of sex perverts; he 
would give instructions in vulgar 
talk, suggestive stories, and vile 
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record for his tender conscience, 
calls birth control by the hideous 
name of ‘mutual masturbation.” 
What is against the natural law 
and the Divine Positive Law re- 
vealed in Sacred Scripture is not a 
taboo, even if Doctor Upham 
thinks it is. One of the greatest of 


jurists, Sir William Blackstone, says: 


“As man depends upon his Maker 
in all things, it is necessary that he 
should in all points conform to the 
Maker's will.... This will of his 
Maker is called the law of nature. 

. These are the eternal, immuta- 
ble laws of good and evil... for 
the conduct of human actions... . 
This law of nature is binding all 
over the globe, in all countries, 
and at all times; no human laws 
are of any validity if contrary to 
this.”" 


Of course Dr. Upham tries to 
point to the case of removing a 
bad tooth as a parallel case. “A 
priest,"" he says, ‘‘who has some 
decaying tooth filled or permits the 
amputation of a gangrenous leg is 


habits. But we Catholics regard 
the birth-controllers as not a whit 
better than sex perverts, and as 
our streets are free and our drug 
stores public, we demand protec- 
tion for our children from those 
agents of sin who would make of 
every drugstore, newsrack, and 
doctor's office a den of iniquity. 

There is a difference between 
ignorance and innocence. If inno- 
cence is protected by ignorance, it 
is a cheap price to pay for so 
great a good. No one has an 
obligation to learn the myriad 
practices of sex perverts, and such 
knowledge does not make for 
freedom. The kind of freedom Up- 
ham wants is slavery; slavery to 
bad habits, to unnatural passions; 
the freedom we are defending is 
freedom from these habits and 
passions. 

What the Birth Controllers and 
their propagandists fail to note is 
that the Catholic Church is the di- 
vine watchman of the world. She 
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‘thwarting nature’ more violently 
than a woman who follows a phy- 
sician's advice in preventing an 
unwanted or dangerous pregnan- 
cy.”’ This is a far-fetched compari- 
son. The removal of unhealthy or- 
gans or limbs from the body and 
the abuse of healthy ones are two 
different things entirely. Besides, 
with birth controllers it Is not a 
question of ‘‘preventing unwanted 
and dangerous pregnancies,’ for 
that can be done by abstinence 
and self-control. It is a question 
of placing a cause and then frus- 
trating its working. If Dr. Upham 
wants a parallel case at all, let 
him take one that is parallel. To 
use the function of procreation in 
a manner that defeats the very 
end of that function is like eating 
food only to exgurgitate it for the 
perverted pleasure of vomiting. It 
is not natural to eat and then to 
prevent the body from deriving 
any strength from the food. So it 
is unnatural to place an act in the 
creative sense and then prevent 
the effect of that act. 


PROTEST 


has received a commission from 
Christ for this. It is her duty and 
her right logically to expound and 
defend the moral law, fearlessly 
to reprove and condemn those 
who violate that law by accepting 
and putting into practice in their 
own lives the false teaching of 
false prophets. 

Some years ago thirteen Pro- 
testant and Jewish clergymen of 
New York advocated a stand in 
favor of Birth Control. But the 
late Cardinal Hayes, unwilling to 
be ‘ta dog that refuses to bark"’ 
told them that they had apparent- 
ly abrogated the moral code. For 
them the morality and immorality 
of an act no longer depended on 
the word and law of God. There 
wes no longer in their estimation 
an intrinsic and immutable morali- 
ty, for what is immoral in one age 
becomes moral when some quack 
scientist thinks he finds it useful 
and advantageous. If thirteen 
Protestant ministers by a vote— 
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unanimous or  otherwise—can, « 
with no divine authority whatever, 
set aside God's law and reform 
the sixth commandment, then what 
is to prevent the Witnesses of Je- 
hovah or the Population of Alca- 
traz from getting together and ab- 
rogating the fifth or seventh com- 
mandment? No Protestant Church 
has any more right than John L. 
Lewis or Marshal Stalin to revise 
the Decalogue. What has been 
taught from the beginning as we 
can see from the earliest days of 
the Bible was taught in the early 
Christian centuries and cannot be 
set aside in this twentieth and 
godless century. That birth con- 
trol was condemned in the early 
Church can be readily seen from 
the Letter of St. Augustine, De 
Nuptiis et Concupiscentia ad Vale- 
rium Comitem. 
“They who resort to [such prac- 
tices] although called by the 
name of man and wife, are 
really not such; they retain no 
vestige of true matrimony but 
falsely take on the honorable 
designation as a cloak for their 
criminal conduct. Having also 
proceeded so far, they are be- 
trayed into exposing their chil- 
dren who are born against their 
will. Those whom they begot 
with dislike they have a hatred 
of nourishing and retaining. 
This infliction of cruelty on their 
offspring so reluctantly begot- 
ten, unmasks the sin which they 
had practiced in darkness, and 
drags it clearly into the light of 
day. The open cruelty reproves 
the hidden sin. Sometimes, in- 
deed, this lustful cruelty, or, if 
you please, this cruel lust, re- 
sorts to such abnormal methods 
as the use of poisonous drugs 
to secure barrenness; or else if 
unsuccessful in this, to destroy 
the conceived seed by some 
means previous to birth, pre- 


ferring that its offspring should 
rather perish than receive vitali- 
ty, or if it was advancing to life 
within the womb, should be de- 
prived of it even before birth. 
Well, if both parties are so cor- 
rupt, they are not husband and 
wife; and if such were their 
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character from the beginning, 
they have not come together so 
much by holy wedlock as by a- 
bominable debauchery.... Ei- 
ther the woman is, so to speak, 
the husband's harlot; or the man 
his wife's adulterer."’ 

Let it be noted here that Dr. 
Upham's charge that ‘the leaders 
of practically all religious groups 
except the Roman Catholics re- 
peatedly approved” birth control 
is somewhat misleading. Add to- 
gether the total membership of 
these twenty odd religious groups 
for which the Federal Council of 
Churches was speaking, and they 
would not equal in number the 
following of the Catholic Church. 
But as a matter of fact not all 
Protestant bodies accepted the de- 
cision either, for the minority re- 
port disagreed and stated that 

the method of abstinence is to 
be used to meet conditions and 
situations in which otherwise 
contraceptives would be neces- 
sary. This does not mean that 
sex relations between married 
people as an expression of mu- 
tual affection are wrong, but 
that they are to be denied when 
child-bearing is hazardous to 
the well being of mother and 
child or the household. That this 
is possible is shown by the large 
number of unmarried people 
who lead chaste lives, and by 
the number of married couples 
who practice self-control at all 
times and abstinence when nec- 
essary. 


What Dissenting Protestants Say 


TS recent pronounce- 
ment on birth con- 
trol should be e- 
nough reason, _ if 
there were no other, 
to withdraw from the support of 
that body (Federal Council of 
Churches), which declares that 
it speaks for the Presbyterian 
and other Protestant Churches in 
ex cathedra pronouncements. 
(The Presbyterian) 

It is of prime significance that 
the present agitation for birth 
control occurs at a period which 
is notorious for looseness in sex- 
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val morality. This fact creates 
suspicion as to the motives for 
the agitation, and should warn 
true-minded men and women a- 
gainst the surrender of them- 
selves as tools for unholy pur- 
poses. (The Lutheran) 
Birth control, as popularly un- 
derstood today and involving 
the use of contraceptives, is one 
of the most repugnant of mod- 
ern aberrations, representing a 
twentieth century renewal of 
pagan bankruptcy. (Dr. Walter 
A. Maier of Concordia Lutheran 
Seminary, St. Louis, Mo.) 

Its (Federal Council of Church- 
es) deliverance on the matter 
of birth contro! has no authoriz- 
ation from any churches repre- 
senting it, and what it has said 
| regard as most unfortunate, 
not to use any stronger words. 
It certainly does not represent 
the Methodist Church, and | 
doubt if it represents any other 
Protestant Church in what it has 
said on this subject. 

The whole disgusting move- 
ment rests on the assumption of 
man’s sameness with the brutes. 
.. lt is time to tell these pre- 
tentious mechanicians to stand 
aside. Let them keep their hands 
off our schools and school chil- 
dren at least. Our public schools 
were not founded to furnish 
clinical opportunities for sex- 
mad fanatics. (Methodist Bish- 
op Warren Chandler) 

| cannot believe any consider- 
able portion of the twenty-three 
million individuals making up 

the membership of the twenty- 
seven American Protestant 
Churches will endorse the find- 
ings of that Council. (Dr. Gerry 

Morgan, president of the Ameri- 
can Medical Association at the 
time of this statement.) 

But even 
nominations and all Catholics ac- 
cepted artificial prevenception, it 
would still be a sinful practice, for 
as Monsignor Fulton J. Sheen has 
often stated in his broadcasts, 
“Right is right if nobody is right; 
wrong is wrong, if everybody is 
wrong.” 
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The advocates of Birth control 
usually do not openly give the true 
reasons for their teaching. The 
falsity of the so-called arguments 
from health, wealth, and better 
care of fewer children, has been 
exposed by statistics, authorities, 
and daily happenings. There is no 
need to go into them here, for 


“A man convinced against his will 
Is of the same opinion still.’’ 


The materialistic outlook of a 
material age is behind all the ar- 
guments from expediency. Finer 
homes, healthier children, less wor- 
ry, are temporal benefits only. 
More children, Christian homes, 
wholesome concern have eternal 
rewards. We were not made for 
time but for eternity. Those par- 
ents who have borne many chil- 
dren for eternity, crippled and un- 
talented though they be, have 
done a better service for their 
souls and paid greater obedience 
to God than those who by delib- 
erate frustration of Nature's law 
produce a single offspring who 
may be a genius. The existing 
children praise God for all eterni- 
ty; the non-existing will torture the 
consciences for all eternity. To be 
is better than not to be. 


IKE all Birth control ad- 
vocates, Doctor Upham 
seems to ignore com- 
pletely the harmful ef- 
fect this practice has on 
the health of the wife. Doctor 
McCann of London, England, pres- 
ident of the League of National 
life, has devoted most of his life 
to the study and treatment of 
women's diseases. ‘| unhesitating- 
ly affirm,”’ he says, ‘that the prac- 
tice of contraception is evil, and 
should be condemned because it 
is physically harmful to the female, 
while some of the methods of con- 





traception are harmful to both 
sexes."’ 
Doctor Alexis Carrel states: 


“Contraception cannot be support- 
ed on medical grounds because it 
interferes with the full physiologi- 
cal value of the sexual act. To 
think that contraception may be 
continually practiced with impuni- 
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ty is to ignore and stultify all 
knowledge of the human body.” 
Long, indeed, would be the list 
of reputable doctors who have 
strongly condemned the practice. 
Dr. James T. Nix says: “In all 
probability thirty percent or more 
of persons who go to the operat- 
ing table or are otherwise inca- 
pacitated by long illness resulting 
from pelvic infection, are there as 
a result of malicious interference 
with conception or impregnation." 


Dr. Arthur Vernon Davies says: 
“Competent medical opinion in 
this country [England] is over- 


whelmingly against birth control. 
When people say they are in 
favor of birth control, they are 
speaking from ignorance.”’ If one 
is interested in getting more opin- 
ions of doctors, let him write to 
Our Sunday Visitor Press, Hunting- 
ton, Indiana, for the pamphlet “A 
Catechism on Birth Control." 


Extent of Birth Control 


URELY the extent of 
birth control in ourland 
is appalling. We need 
not give again all the 
figures for the falling 
off of families, especially in cities. 
William Thomas Walsh, in an ar- 
ticle prepared for The Catholic 
World (August, 1939) followed 
through a single class of Yale 
graduates. Two hundred and fifty, 
or eighty percent of the members 
married. The married men and 
their wives constituted a group of 
500 parents who by the time the 
article was written had practically 
reached the age when child-bear- 
ing could no longer be expected. 
These 500 men and women 
brought into the world just 502 
children, of whom 486 survived. 
The average number of children 
per marriage was 1.81-:-. These 
500 Americans failed to replace 
themselves in the world. 

Dr. Frederick W. Rice, a Catholic 
physician, writing in the Ecclesias- 
tical Review for July, 1940, esti- 
mates the number of abortions in 
the United States between 500,000 
and 1,500,000 a year; practically, 
he thinks, one for every birth. This 
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can be taken to indicate a wide- 
spread use of contraceptives, since 
studies by the Milbank Foundation 
of 6654 pregnancies in 1500 wom- 
en in a midwestern city have 
shown that illegal abortion was 
ten times as frequent in the case 
of women who had been using 
contraceptives. Only God knows 
how many unmarried young peo- 
ple have been led astray by the 
supposed safety in their sin so long 
as contraceptives were used. 


The Confessional 


OW AND THEN one 
hears a Catholic ask, 
“How is it that Mrs. So- 
and-so can go to the 
Sacraments? She told 
me herself that she practices birth- 
control." If a penitent has been 
practicing birth control in a sinful 
way, he or she must, in order to 
receive the Sacrament of Penance 
validly, have a firm purpose of 
amendment and must give assur- 
ance that the sin will be given up. 
To go to confession with any other 
sentiments, or with a reserved in- 
tention to return to the practice, is 
only to make a bad confession 
and to add one sacrilege to the 
existing accumulation of sins. That 
is why Confession is such a great 
help to Catholics, Not only are 
sins forgiven, but some assurance 
is given that the sins, once for- 
given, will not be repeated. 

lf Catholics are so foolish as to 
conceal the sin in confession, there 
is no forgiveness, for even should 
the confessor be deceived, God 
certainly is not deceived. The form- 
ula of a priest is so worded that 
he does not forgive except insofar 
as the penitent is worthy and his 
own faculties permit. If the dispo- 
sitions of the penitent are bad, 
there is no forgiveness whatever. 
Catholics understand this, and 
hence those who have practiced 
birth control will either give it up 
or abandon the practice of thelr 
religion. This is part of the price 
they pay in this great super-hoax. 
“Send us your religion and your 
soul and we will send you some 
hours of pleasure."’ 
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OPE Leo XIII was far 

from being content 
with simply naming 
the objectives of pa- 
ganism’s determined 
efforts to destroy 
moral civilization. He immediately 
set about building the proper de- 
fenses for tthe preservation of these 
all-important objectives. The very 
first object of his concern, as ex- 
pressed by his Encyclicals, was the 
moral pattern of marriage and home 
life. He knew that, as the home 
goes, so goes society; that the Chris- 
tian home is the cradle of true 
morality with its justice and the 
general well-being of human society. 
He knew that the Church’s teachings 
do not flourish at their best unless 
they are daily emphasized in the 
home. He knew, of course, that the 
family is society’s primary and 
basic unit. 

This point is not difficult to per- 
ceive. In the second chapter of th: 
Book of Genesis, the very first book 
of the Bible, we find the Creator es- 
tablishing the family as the basis 
of the society which was to fill the 
earth which He had created. We 
find this first 
upon the indissoluble union of a man 
and his wife. We find this first 
husband and wife, as the prototypes 
of all future husbands and wives, 





family established 
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wants to prevail. Current divorce 


statistics show how thoroughly God 


and His intentions for His human 
family and its welfare are being 
flouted. 


It is not our present purpose to 


give the figures making up the 
rate for last year. 
daily 
papers, reporting of 


them is frequently in a semi-humor- 


shocking divorce 
They are available in our 


although the 


record was bad enough: one divorce 
for every three marriages performed 
that year. In 1946 the community 
topped its 1945 record by nearly 
2000 additional divorces. Worse yet, 
divorces were granted in 99.37% of 
all the cases brought before the 
courts. In other words, almost any 
and every excuse for breaking up a 
home sufficed to satisfy the courts. 
In 1946, out of 4906 applications for 
divorce, oniy 31 were denied. (One 
wonders why even these applicants 
failed.) In 1933, when the com- 
munity’s courts granted only 976 
decrees, 31 petitions were denied. 
There is a considerable difference be- 
tween 31 out of 976 and 31 out of 
4906. This example has not been 
chosen because it is particularly ex- 
ceptional, but only because its 
figures were readily available to the 
writer, since the county courthouse 
where this record was hung up is 
less than 20 miles away from the 
writer’s desk. 

However, our chief concern should 
not be in a description of the na- 
tion’s shocking divorce rate. Its 
catastrophic aspects are well con- 
ceded by all thinking persons. Our 
real concern should lie in its causes 
and the cures advanced for them. 
ARCANUM, Pope Leo XIII’s En- 
cyclical on CHRISTIAN MAR- 
RIAGE, constitutes a remedy which 
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fusing together the spiritual, moral 
and physical aspects of their lives, 
becoming “two in one flesh.” Sheer 
logic insists that the Creator pre- 
sented to all future generations the 
one pattern of marriage which He 
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ous vein, as if the whole thing were 
joke. There is absolutely 
nothing funny about this wholesale 
ignoring of God’s will. Take for 
example the 1946 record of one 
Eastern industrial county. Its 1945 


a big 
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should be a ready tool in the hand 
of every adherent of life’s Christian 
and moral pattern. Yet it is simply 
appalling to learn how relatively 
few Catholics are well acquainted 
with this great Leonine Encyclical. 
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Even among those who are more or 
less familiar with Pius XI’s En- 
cyclical on marriage, Casti Connubii, 
there are far too many who fail to 
realize that Arcanum holds the same 
relationship to Casti Connubii that 
Rerum Novarum holds to Quadra- 
gesimo Anno. There is nothing ob- 
solete about ARCAN- 
UM. It is as vital 
today as when writ- 
ten. Certainly it is 
far more important 
now in the’ world 
scene than it was 
when Leo penned it. 


In 1880 the attacks 
the sanctity 
of marriage and the 
moral pattern of the 
home were being 
made largely by pa- 
gan minded 
duals. Today the at- 

tacks are being made 

by well organized, 

and very often mili- J 
tant, political parties. 
Some months ago, 
when Moscow’s stooge 
political party took WW 
over in Poland, one of 

the party’s first ac- 
tions was to make the 
marriage ceremony a 
purely civil affair, 
aiming, of course, to 
fatally cripple the re- 
ligious concept of 
marriage. Recently 
Italy’s Communist, 
Socialist, Republican 

and Action parties 
combined in an at- 
tempt to delete Article 34 of the 
Vatican-Italy concordat of 1929. 
Article 34 outlaws divorce in Italy. 
The representatives of these com- 
bined parties constitute 304 members 
of the Italian Assembly, while the 
Christian Democrats, Liberals and 
other groups who oppose the Ar- 
ticle’s deletion represent only 257 
votes. Although morality’s forces 
will probably manage to win their 
fight to preserve the Christian pat- 
tern of Italy’s family life, the fact 
remains that its enemies realize that 
it is the cornerstone of that nation’s 
or any nation’s, well-being. Every- 
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where atheism’s attacks against the 
decent order of society are being 
centered against ‘the moral concept 
of the family, since it constitutes the 
key bastion to that order of society 
in which man’s natural dignity is 
preserved. 
Unfortunately, 


atheism’s forces 
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“Christ our Lord raised marriage 


to the dignity of a sacrament.” 


receive much support in their at- 


tacks upon the sanctity and indis- 


solubility of marriage from sects 
which call themselves. Christian. 
Despite the fact that Our Lord 


“brought back matrimony to the no- 
bility of its primeval origin by con- 
demning the customs of the Jews in 
their abuse of the plurality of wives 
and of the power of giving bills of 
divorce, and still more by command- 
ing most strictly that no one should 
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dare to dissolve that union which 
God Himself had sanctified by a 
bond perpetual,” these sects hold to 
a more or less free-and-easy philo- 
sophy of the sacredness of the mar- 
riage contract. Perhaps this atti- 
tude and their consistent ignoring 
of the Savior’s commands in this 
matter may be traced 
to Henry VIII and 
his break with the 
Church. As _ history 
has recorded, this 
royal he-goat became 
the founder of Eng- 
land’s established 
church and also its 
head. By the same 
token he also became, 
in a sense, the grand- 
father of nearly all 
English-speaking non- 
Catholic sects except 
those which found 
their origin in Lu 
theranism. Obviously, 
in founding the apos- 
tate bedy of which 
he became head, he 
rewrote theology to 
suit himself and made 
important de- 
from __ the 
teachings. 


many 
partures 
Church’s 
thing is most 
certain: Henry VIII 
did not break with 
Rome because he felt 
that the Church did 
not hold the marriage 
bond in_ sufficiently 
high esteem. On the 
contrary, he disliked 
the Church’s adamant 
stand on the sacredness and indis- 
solubility of the marriage bond. 
Since it is history that he finally 
wound up six times married, through 
the combined media of divorce and 
the chopping-block, it is very evi- 
dent that, in dictating the new doc- 
trines of the church which he es- 
tablished, he certainly did not im 
any way the Church’s 
teachings concerning marriage and 
the family. On the contrary, he de- 
liberately minimized the importance 
of both to justify his own licentious- 
Although this bit of history 
has become more or less forgotten 


One 


prove in 


ness. 
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so far as the church history of these 
sects is concerned, the philosophy es- 
tablished by Henry VIII as an ac- 


cepted 
mained. 


part of theology has re- 


This vicious philosophy, like a 
crop of bad weeds in a garden, has 
spread and flourished. So wice- 
spread has it become that the im- 
pression is gaining ground that the 
Catholic Church, for reasons of its 
own, has trumped up an idealistic 
concept of the marriage bond and 
the family’s importance which is all 
out of proportion to the require- 
ments enunciated by Holy Writ. One 
even finds this notion gaining some 
credence among those Catholics who 
are not too well grounded in the 
tenets of their Faith. These persons, 
plus all others who feel somewhat 
unsure about the Creator’s inten- 
tions concerning marriage and the 
family, should give Pope Leo’s En- 


cyclical on CHRISTIAN MAR- 
RIAGE a thorough reading. One 
reading should remove all doubts 


from their minds. Continued read- 
ings and study will bring an ever 
richer understanding of this greatest 
of all human relationships. 


Pope Leo traces the history of 
marriage from the early days of 
creation in the Garden of Eden on 
down to his own day. He makes 
it plain that the sanctity of mar- 
riage and its indissolubility were es- 
tablished by God as one of the facts 
of original creation, as recorded in 
the second chapter of Genesis. He 
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HE United Nations 
mustered _ their 
strength and_ hurled 
it into battle against 
selfseeking aggrres- 
sors. For some time 
the United States, the most im- 


portant of the group, fought oppres- 
sion and selfishness activated by 
such principles as these: the earth 
should be a fair place for all men; 
the goods of the earth created for 
all, should come in reasonable meas- 
ure to all; man is spirit and mind 
as well as body and property; the 
accidentals of race, color, sex, wealth 
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shows how they later suffered at the 
hands of pagans and fell into bad 
days among the Jews. Then he 
proves marriage’s importance in the 
divine plan by reminding us of the 
fact that Our Lord made it memor- 
able by the first of the miracles He 
performed. One sees marriage 
raised to the dignity of a sacrament 
as Christ confers upon it a new 
holiness. “Christ our Lord raised 
marriage to the dignity of a sacra- 
ment; that to husband and wife, 
guarded and strengthened by the 
heavenly grace which His merits 
gained for them, He gave power to 
attain holiness in the married state; 
and that, in a wondrous way, mak- 
ing marriage an example of the 
mystical union between Himself and 
His Church, He not only perfected 
that love which is according to na- 
ture, but also made the natural 
union of one man with one woman 
far more perfect through the bond 
of heavenly love.” With the Gospel 
and the Epistles as Her authority, 
the Church has always and every- 
where guarded the importance of 
this holy union. 


CHRISTIAN MARRIAGE does 
more than trace the history of mar- 
riage, however. It sets forth in all 
clarity the false philosophies and 
corruption in morals which are so 
devastatingly undermining it. It 
shows how the marriage ceremony 
has become secularized in places to 
the extent that it has lost all its re- 
ligious implications, this seculariza- 
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are not too important. So 
But principles are one thing, 
mean 


far, so 
good. 
application another. Do we 
what we say? Are we going to be 
satisfied with a battle and not carry 
The fight must 
lost in terms of 
applied to the 
which we live... 
Even superficial examination of 
American life will show that for our 
neighbors THE FUTURE WILL 
BE TENSE. We have been weaving 
the fabric industriously but some of 


out the campaign? 
go on and not be 
world-thought but 


neighborhood in 


the threads have been broken. We 
must now go over our work and 
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tion constituting very often an at- 
tack by the State itself against the 
natural strength of the social unit 
which constitutes its prime and basic 
unit. As one reviews in his mind 
the many successful attempts by 
various States to deprive marriage 
of all its holiness and to bring it 
wholly within the jurisdiction of a 
civil, and sometimes economic, con- 
tract, one begins to understand why 
so many governments find them- 
selves very unhappily faced with the 
disintegration of the civil societies 
over which they govern. One sees in 
the degradation forced upon mar- 
riage by so many civil governments 
an example of what happens when 
there is a supplanting of the divine 
and natural law by human law. 

In fact, society’s present miseries 
and chaotic state are no longer mys 
tifying when one sets down a list 
of the deliberate and planned de- 
partures which states and peoples 
have made from the natural and di- 
vine law. “When the minds of so 
many are inflamed with the reckless 
spirit of liberty, and men are 
wickedly endeavoring to get rid of 
every restraint of authority,” it 
should be no mystery to thinking 
people and students of human ex- 
perience why today’s society finds 
itself in a morass of frustration and 
despair. People of good will, re- 
gardless of creed, who are interested 
in society’s well-being, will find Leo 
XIII’s_ CHRISTIAN MARRIAGE 
an enlightening guide to a proper 
social reconstruction. 
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make corrections. 

Let us step aside from the inter- 
national scene and look at the ex- 
ample we have been giving the world 
through our conduct at home, con- 
scious that we are being watched as 
no other nation in modern times has 
been watched. The meaning of the 
nature of man, his place in the 
hierarchy of the creatures—the 
world is waiting our decisions on 
these matters. FUTURE, TENSE. 
If we are small the peoples of the 
world will be small. If we climb to 
the plateau of greatness, other 
peoples will be incited to climb after 
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us. The weight of responsibility on 
us is in direct ratio to the generous 
shower of gifts bestowed by the 
Creator. The world has a right to 
expect much from us because much 
has been given us. We have been 
raised from NOTHING to our pre- 
sent high estate, agents placed in 
charge of something precious for 
man. We must not neglect the trust. 

Of late I have been wondering how 
we can conserve the rights of man- 
kind if we do not guard jealously 
the rights of those who live among 
us. Each moment the world grows 
smaller. Both God and Nature are 
against smallness. God and nature 
are lavish, generous. Only man is 
personal, prejudiced and parsimoni- 
ous with other men. 

The news as the daily press re- 
ports it, carries signs of both hope 
and despair. We have much to do 
in the business of getting the ideals 
of American life into practice. If 
Christ, the Son of God, were with 
us today as He was in Galilee 
WOULD HE NOT ASK US WHY 
WE HAD NOT USED AND 
LIVED HIS DOCTRINES? I 
think He would smile happily on 
children, penitents, the aged and the 
il but for the rest of us He would 
have a stern countenance. 

The United States was intended to 
be, some day must be a LAND OF 
LIBERTY AND JUSTICE, 
~—— 


and 
In one of biggest cities a 
American citizen, 
a hospital by an 

She had been 
emergency opera- 
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Japanese girl, an 
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Wicious busybody. 
‘ought in for an 
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tion; in spite of that, someone who 
shall be 
can 


nameless denied an Ameri- 
medical sanctuary because of 
her racial origin. “I was a stranger 
and you took Me in” is God’s 
planation that help to 
need is help to Him. “I was one of 
you and you turned me away” is the 
ery of an unfortunate girl whose 
fellows cannot her humanity. 
Her cry is also an indictment of an 
unChristian way of life. <A long 
stretch up the hill of human self- 
control remains unconquered. 

One official of a “patriotic” 
organization stated, when American 
citizens of Japanese origin offered 
their blood to help American fight- 
ers, that their blood was not wanted. 
One can scarcely resist asking: 
“Who’s loony now?” “Patriotic?” 
What a debased use of the word! 


ex- 
anyone in 


see 


A Western state earned a place in 
the headlines when 300 of her citi- 
zens promised to boycott returning 
American citizens of Japanese origin 
and all those who did business with 
them. The petition which these 
people signed was circulated by a 
member of the sheriff’s staff and ap- 
proved by an official of a veterans’ 
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of brief authority 
as though he 


disposed of him 
chattel. On 
such episodes in our commonwealth 
the citizens of other nations can 
build their mistrust of and contempt 
for us. When will we realize that 
such conduct invites other forms of 
discrimination. As we vote down the 
reasonable ambitions of other citi- 
zens, we school them to vote down 
our ambitions. 

Gentlemen of the cloth, represen- 
tatives of the Christian religion, 
have sent forth pamphlets with the 
title, THE JAPS MUST NOT 
COME BACK. They plan to send 
minorities down the VIA DOLO- 
ROSA. Men of “virtue” practice 
discrimination as though it were not 
a vice, men who through their train- 
ing and life-work should be able to 
distinguish between virtue and vice. 
Christianity is not made of such 
stuff. Men and women and children, 
saints and sinners, black and white 
and any other color, every nation— 
these are the harvest which Christ 
wants gathered to Himself. Woe to 
those by whom the harvest is scat- 
Christ meant all when He 
was on earth; He must mean all now 


were a 


tered! 
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organization! Thus some of us turn 
against 


The 


our own humanity. 

voted 
(isn’t that a delightfully informative 
use of the word?) never to admit a 
negro to membership. The negro 
had the needed for 
membership, had proved himself a 
good citizen but neighbors in a place 


members of a society 


qualifications 
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that He reigns in heaven. He has 
said that shall be kept from 
Him. By what authority does man 
exclude some of his fellowmen from 
the communion of life and deny them 
their 


none 


share of liberty and justice? 
We have a tremendous distance to 
go in before the 


world may look to us for correction. 


self-correction 
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In a practical sense we do not yet 


know the meaning of man. In pre- 
cisely that manner or to that degree 
in which we do not appreciate man, 
we are not men. We are rejecting 
the fruits of Christ’s teaching and 
sacrifice. We have been practicing 
a religion of demoniac exclusion and 
it leads to a hell of misunderstand- 
ing, contention and slavery. 

The medical profession informs us 
that some types of human blood 
given in transfusion do not mix well 
with the recipient’s blood. The 
mingling is followed by a dangerous 
reaction. But the same profession 
tells us that HUMAN BLOOD 
PLASMA will mix readily and help- 
fully with other human blood! After 
all, if we wish to see the application, 
in the physical sense there is a com- 
mon denominator. 

Everyone without exception has 
known the humiliation of making 
mistakes. We have been shocked by 
our occasional obtusenesses and 
thereafter have tried to explain why 
we did such stupid things. Most 
Americans dread the scourging ter- 
ror of pain as though it were the 
worst evil, but they dread the charge 


of stupidity even more. Oscar 
Wilde once remarked, drawing on 
the confusions of his own life for 
the material: “There is no sin ex- 


cept stupidity.” We may not agree 
but we believe some forms of stu- 
pidity are inexcusable. 

George Gissing once ‘meditated: 
“It is because nations tend to stu- 
pidity and baseness that mankind 
moves so slowly.” Joseph Conrad, 
whose understanding of the human 
race has scarcely been equalled 
among modern writers, put down a 
stern thought: “All ambitions are 
lawful except those which climb on 
the miseries and credulities of man- 
kind.” Have we in America given 
expression to unmanly and un- 
womanly feelings which ended in 
cruelty and stupidity? 

Josiah Wedgwood, world-famous 
ceramist, designed a medallion for 
the Anti-Slavery Society of London. 
The picture on it represented a 
negro in chains, his hands raised to 
heaven hopefully. The motto read: 
“Am I not a man and brother?” 

To claim that there are superior 
and inferior races is not sound an- 
thropology. It is stupidity. 

To discriminate against anyone 
because of his looks and his manner- 
not 
stupidity. 

To discriminate 


isms is good sociology. It is 


against anyone 
because of his conscientious religious 


beliefs is not serving the cause of 


truth. It is stupidity. 


Men and women and children, saints and sinners, black and white 


and any other color, every nation—these are the harvest which Christ 
wants gathered to Himself. 
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To discriminate against anyone 
because of his race is not good 
ethnology. It is stupidity. 

To discriminate against anyone 
because of his color is not good art. 
It is stupidity. 

There is only one race, the human 
race. All its members (to answer 
the question of the agonized negro 
mentioned in the Wedgwood medal- 
lion) ARE BROTHERS. 

When the Creator ordained that 
human beings should come on this 
earth, He set up a classic unity and 
it should not be destroyed by human 
judgments. Not to be able to see 


this truth is stupidity. 

Christ came on earth to save all 
men, everywhere, during all time. 
He chose to be born into a swarthy 
race, a persecuted race, a dispos- 
sessed race—to 


move among the 
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ANOTHER STONE () 
is ROLLED AWAY ° 


FRANCES 


EGINA WARD, from 
the apartment’s shin- 
ing front window, 
watched the yards of 
twilight’s gray tulle 
brush against the sky 
line. The early spring evening was 
secure, with all of the wrappings of 
peace; the lights in the great build- 
ings blinked in happy security. 
Regina moved to the north window. 
Far down, at the end of the pave- 
ment, stood St. John’s, a hazy out- 
line in the dusk. 

Regina closed her eyes, trying to 
capture some of the security and 
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peace she felt in the church. Kneel- 
ing there it was so easy to have 
faith. It was easy to forget fear. 
Trust and belief came easy when 
Father O’Day talked earnestly about 
them, but away, away on the outside 
it was different. Tears were well 
on the way of forming; everything 
was so desperately wrong in Re- 
gina’s little world. 

Hardin, her small brother, had 
lain sick for a long time. The doc- 
tor said he should go away, that is, 
if he to. be boy 
again. Regina was having a trying 
time paying the rent, feeding and 


were ever a well 
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clothing herself, and Hardin, and 
Mur. Mur was what they called 
their grandmother, grandmother 
with snowy hair and the soft hands, 
who had taken care of Regina and 
Hardin ever since the parents had 
died. Hardin was then a mere tot. 

“Reggie,” a very weak voice 
called, and the girl hurried to a day 
bed. 

“Reggie, I think I will 
at Easter, don’t you?” 

“To be sure you will, Hardin ... 
why do you ask?” 

“Well, Mur says Easter means 
new life, victory, I guess kind of 


be well 

















poor, the stricken, the handicapped, 
the troubled—to live unknown, un- 
noticed until His public ministry be- 
gan. He was executed by man’s 
stupidity, the worst stupidity of all 
history. He died that we might not 
be guilty of stupidity. 

If we must discriminate let it be 
against ourselves, against the hin- 
drances which we put in the way of 
the human spirit. If we must judge 
let us judge ourselves not others. 
We who live in America must under- 
stand that unfairness to others will 
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be practiced against us. The exact- 
ness, the pettiness or the generosity 
with which we measure out to others 
shall be the norm of measurement 
back to us. 

We must be helpful to the help- 
less, we shall give rather than re- 
ceive. It is true that another’s suf- 
fering is suffering for us, that an- 
other’s needless death subtracts 
something from us. Should death 
come to a fellowman because we 
threw prejudice, selfishness or bru- 
tality into the argument, something 
exceedingly precious shall be torn 
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We 


shall 


from anyone the chance to lead a 


from not withhold 


us. 

life, shall not interfere 
with anyone’s chance to participate 
in government. We shall not pre- 
sume to exercise the prerogatives of 
the Creator and judge or avenge. 
We must imprisoning other 
Americans behind the bars of preju- 
dice, passion and partisanship. It 
is thus we send ourselves to prison 
If we hold high the titlke—LAND OF 
LIBERTY—the future need not be 
tense for Americans and the others 
whom we may convert. 


decent we 


stop 





like starting over again all new and shining, and I 
thought maybe it would mean my getting well, 
getting up out of this bed.” 


“Mur is right.” Regina managed to get reas- 
surance into her voice when large brown eyes, 
brimming with hope, looked at her from the gaunt 
triangle of small face. If only there were some 
improvement, thought the girl, hopelessly bitter. 


She thought about their grandmother, precious 
Mur. Believing was so easy for her. Mur really 
possessed the kind of faith that Father says was 
necessary. Perhaps in seventy years one came into 
possession of that kind of believing, the kind that 
was neeessary to work a miracle, or bring a bless- 
ing. Mur had always believed, it seemed to Regina, 
but Mur with her seventy years hadn’t had the 
hard time that Regina’s eighteen years had brought. 
To be sure Mur had lost her son, the children’s 
father, and she had had to take them over, but Mur 
had had Gramp, and he was strong and dependable. 
When Gramp had died, Regina had been old enough 
to take over, under Mur’s supervision. It had not 
been easy, but everything had been all right until 
Hardin became ill. Doctor bills had eaten into the 
funds, and Hardin still lay ill and listless. Thus 
everything in Regina’s world was cloudy. Mur must 
have sensed that it was, but she did not let Regina 
know. Her grand-daughter heard her bustling a- 
bout in the next room and she knew she was getting 
ready for church. “Regina,” Mur called, “are you 
ready? Mrs. Casey’s Tom is coming down here to 
get his lessons and sit with Hardin while we are 


gone.” 
Hardin smiled. “I’ll like that; Tom’s so strong.” 


Regina asked her grandmother, “How’s Tom’s 
mother ?” 


“Getting along fine. I was down there a while 
this afternoon, while Hardin slept. I thought I 
could help out a little.” 


Regina smiled at the little white-haired grand- 
mother. She could see her tidying up the Casey 
rooms, brushing Mrs. Casey’s hair, putting a fresh 
gown on her and fixing hot food for the two Casey 
children, Mary and Tom. 


Mur was explaining to Regina that Mary Casey 
was just eleven and that she felt that the children 


might like a change in the food from eleven year 


old Mary’s culinary efforts. 


Regina looked at her grandmother. She could 
understand what her presence meant to the Casey 
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trio, the sick mother and the two children. Mur’s 
visit there meant spotless rooms, a lovely warm 
meal, a mother refreshed and better 
some neighbor cared. 


just because 


Tom Casey arrived, and Regina and Mur started 
for St. John’s. The girl looked up at the almost 
purple star-pierced sky, and patted Mur’s small 
arm. It was nice walking to St. John’s with Mur; 
it would have been perfect could Hardin have been 
with them. 


Something must have conveyed Regina’s feeling 
to the old lady, for very softly she said, “Regina 
dear, truly we are blest.” 


“Blest, Mur?” 


“Yes, an early spring night, laden with promise, 
the right to go to our Church to pray and to wor- 
ship without any fear of disturbance.” 


“Of course, Mur, that is wonderful. I wish that 
I could just have faith like yours though, just 
simple faith—I mean like being sure that your 
prayers are answered. Saying the prayer is simple, 
but trusting, believing, waiting for the answer, 
tnat is what is hard for me. Faith just seems like 
a part of you, Mur, but for me it’s so hard to 
keep faith.” 


The old lady pressed the girl’s hand. “Regina, 
my child, faith isn’t always easy, but when I was 
just a girl something happened to me that helps me 
to have faith. It was a very simple thing, but often 
I have aired the memory and found just the faith 
I needed.” 


“Mur, please tell me about it. 
“T’d love to; let’s walk slower though.” 


They walked more slowly and Mur began, “Once 
upon a time.” Regina was glad; she’d never ceased 


being intrigued by stories that began like that. 


“When I was a girl I hated sewing, any kind 
from homey darning to aristocratic fancy work. My 
mother was mortified because the refinement of a 
young lady in my time was measured by the fine 
seam that she sewed. We had an annual county 
fair. All of the girls and women put their finest 
outlay of needlecraft on display; the winner was 
given a blue ribbon. It had never interested me. 
That grieved my mother, who felt inferior in the 
company of mothers of girls who could tat, crochet, 
and knit.” 


Regina laughed, “You can do all of that now.” 
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“Yes, after working long and hard. Well, my 
mother told me that if I would enter a piece of 
work, and win the blue ribbon, that she would buy 
me a lovely gold locket. A locket nowadays may 
have lost some of its glamor but in my days a 
locket was just something to dream about, never to 
own. To have a gold locket definitely placed a 
young lady in the upper stratum. The promise of 
the locket put me to work. I began crocheting a 
tidy for a chair.” 

“A tidy?” Regina lifted an are of brow. 

“A tidy is a bit of fancy work pinned on the 
back of a chair. When your beau visited you he 
could safely lean his head against it; the goose- 
grease or whatever he used for slicking down his 
hair would not get on the chair, but on the tidy 
which could be washed. Not only that, but when 
your young man saw what a good hand you were 
at fancy work, he would become serious and then 
ask your papa for your .hand—tidies were very 
important, Regina.” 

“T’ll grant that, Mur, but why have you never 
taught me to make one.” 

“T’ll put that on my must list, dear, but now I'll 
hurry on with the story, and to make it short I 
won at the country fair. And then I waited for 
my mother to present her reward, to keep her 
promise. It seemed to me that I was having to wait 
too long, and then one morning at breakfast, on my 
chair, there das a large box. I was mad—just 
furious. My mother had broken her promise be- 
cause gold lockets were not wrapped in large bun- 
dles. I began to cry, rushing upstairs, not even 
stopping to open the box. Till noon I stayed in my 
room, sulking and pouting—and then my mother 
came up bringing the box. ‘I don’t want it,’ I 
stormed; ‘You promised a locket 
substitute.’ ” 


I don’t want any 


“Poor little Mur, that was cruel of your mother,” 
Regina spoke quickly. 

Mur went on,“My mother suggested that I open 
Very reluctantly-I did and there, 
Regina, was a lovely pink dress with 


the package. 
a_ billowy 


skirt and a fluffy sleeved waist, and resting on a 
lace-trimmed neck was a locket 
locket I had ever seen.” 


the most beautiful 


“Oh Mur,” and Regina knew exaetly how Mur 
felt a long time ago. 

“You see, Regina, I had been promised a locket, 
I got a locket and more. Can you imagine how I 
felt—can you imagine my shame and remorse at 
doubting my mother’s promise?” 

“Yes, Mur,” and a funny lump was coming into 
Regina’s throat,” and you are trying to tell me that 
it’s the same with our prayers. Our Lord gives us 
more than we pray for.” 

“That’s right Regina, Our Blessed Lord’s love 
surpasses human love; Heaven’s promises are sure; 
if your earthly parents know how to give good gifts 
to their children, how much more will prayers be 
answered by God?” 

“Mur, after this whenever I have doubt or fear, 
I shall just remember about a girl and a gold 
locket.” 

“You know Regina sometimes I have to open the 
closet of memory and air that little experience 
myself,” and Mur smiled as they entered the 
church. 


The beauty of a new tender April enveloped St. 
John’s. Slowly and with sweet solemnity the pro- 
cession was moving down the aisle to the altar. 
Tom and his smaller sister Mary were there. Mrs. 
Casey was kneeling on the other side of Mur—a 
well Mrs. Casey—then down the aisle came Hardin, 
pale, yes a little, but so happy! Hardin was carry- 
ing a candle, a candle whose light was burning 
bright. Hardin not only well, but Hardin taking 
part in the Holy Thursday service! The light in 
Hardin’s candle glowed; that’s how Regina’s faith 
would shine always. Never again would it be en- 
tombed. The memory of a gold locket would keep 
forever rolled away the giant stone of doubt, and 
shining and always new would be Regina’s trust 
in the promises and the gifts from heaven. 


Relax with your Rosary 


Franz Josef Hayden, son of a poor Austrian wheelwright, one of the greatest composers of 
all times, joined several other musicians one day as they were discussing the best way to refresh 
the mind wearied with mental labor; one suggested a glass of good wine as the most reliable 
restorative; another had found that a brisk walk was effective; a third recommended a friendly 


chat. Finally one of them turned to Hayden who had been silent. “What about you, Franz?” 


he asked. 
“Well, gentlemen,’ 


Hayden answered, “I take out my rosary which I always carry with me. 


After a few decades I am sure to feel refreshed both in body and mind.” 
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The Church of St. Agnes is built under- 





ground, and catacombs surround the an- 
cient house of worship. On the pieces of 
clay in the walls of the entrance, there 
are inscriptions dating back to the earliest 
Christian days. Many informations are 
received through fhese inscriptions, such 
for instance, as the presence of St. Peter 


and St. Paul in Rome. 



























THE CATACOMBS OF 


too 
EARLY CHRISTIANITY Ete 
the 
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Among the relics of early Christianity the 
Catacombs of Rome, are outstanding. The 
first Christians who lived in pagan Rome, 
have been persecuted for their faith, and In 
were compelled to live an underground ex- ser 
istence. The catacombs were used as meet- Hic 
ing places, for worship and as burial places. he | 
The most of the catacombs are preserved in tee 
a good state, and are taken care of by Vati- ~ 
can authorities, since they are the property The 


of the Vatican. Under the direction of the 
Papal Archaeological Institute research and 
scientific work is endeavoring to study the 
objects and inscriptions found in the graves, 
and utilize them in the illumination of his- 
tory and art of early Christianity. 





The narrow underground passages which 
survived the ages. Niches were dug into 
the walls on both sides to hold the bodies 
of Christians who died in the first four 


centuries. 






















A museum for early Christian relics is connected 
with the catacombs. Precious objects found in the 
tombs, consisting of sarcophagi, vases, busts, and 
devotional objects, are placed there. They are 
the authentic proofs from the era of early Chris- 


tianity. 





Within the walls of Rome are catacombs, 
too. One of the oldest shrines of the 
Eternal City is built in Via Nomentana, 
the Basilica of St. Agnes. The church was 
erected on the location where St. Agnes 
suffered martyrdom, and was buried. 


<_< 


















In the catacombs many relics are pre- ee 
served, including those of St. Agnes. The PF eee ———_—F 
High Altar of St. Agnes Church was built * i 
in the fourth century by Constantia, the 
daughter of the Emperor Constantine. It 
stands on the rock upon which she died. 
The Saint's body is buried in a silver coffin 
beneath this altar. 


—_——> 


Religious orders are in charge«wf the maintenance 


rich of the catacombs. Members who acquired special 
into ized knowledge in the history and the present 
dies state of the catacombs guide the visitors through 
four the dark corridors. 


By DESIDER HOLISHER 


Upon entering the catacombs everybody receives 
a candle in order to see in the darkness of the 


long corridors. 


Under this ground are the graves of the 
early Christians with six and seven storied 
galleries. Above the earth fertile fields 
and gardens are cultivated and history 
goes on, and beneath the ground the 
memory of Saints and Martyrs is perpetu- 


ated from generation to generation. 


The St. Callixtus Catacombs on the Appi- 


an Road. The symbols of Alpha and 
Omega, the Beginning and the End dis- 
played above the door of the ancient 


wall, remind of the holiness of the place. 





y 
~~ 


we 


Pilgrims descending the Catacombs of St. 


Callixtus, with a lit candle in hand. 


The largest subterranean graveyard of early 
Christians is located around the ancieot Roman 
highway, the Appian Road. The underground cor- 
ridors are about 4 miles long, and although 16 
centuries have passed, thousands of graves can 


be seen there. 


Excavations are constantly made to bring more 
and more light into the days when the catacombs 
played an important role. Many objects and in- 
scriptions are found in the underground cemeter- 


ies, and they add valuable proofs to archaeology. 


PHOTOS BY DESIDER HOLISHER 
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CHADPTER EIGHT 


THRE WORK BEGINS 


N due course the vessel completed 
its long voyage from Cadiz to 
Cartagena. A _ brief stop was 
made here, after which the jour- 
ney was resumed again, across 
the Gulf of Darien to Panama. 
But since there was no waterway 
through the Isthmus, the passen- 
gers found themselves faced with 
the arduous task of walking 
across this narrow strip of fever- 
ridden land which separates the Caribbean Sea 
from the Pacific Ocean. 

It was a painful journey, with many collapsing 
along the way by reason of the great heat and lack 
of pure drinking water. But Francis and his com- 
panions persevered, despite the hardships, and on 
the morning when they glimpsed the Pacific Ocean 
for the first time they speedily forgot all previous 
difficulties. A boat was riding at anchor here, ready 
to take them down the west coast of the continent 
to Callao, the port of Lima. God willing, in a short 
time they would be well on their way to Tucum4n, 
that section of northern Argentina where Father 
Balthazar had labored for so long. 

“How wonderful!” Francis thought. “I’ve waited 
more than twenty years for this day!” 

But very soon all joy faded. As the friars went 
on board the new vessel, together with a motley 


group of soldiers, adventurers and officials of the 
Spanish Crown, a distressing scene met their eyes. 
Horses, cattle and large quantities of firearms had 
already been loaded into the hold. Now several 
hundred Negroes, naked or at best clothed in a 
few poor rags, were being forced from the dock 
over a narrow runway leading to a door in the 
ship’s side close to the water’s edge. And how they 
struggled to escape! The air was filled with their 
screams. And with another sound, too—the crack- 
ing of heavy whips as numerous Spanish overseers 
hastened to and fro, endeavoring to force the poor 
captives into the boat. 

“Slaves,” announced Father Balthazar tersely as 
Francis, horror-stricken, stopped short before the 
dreadful spectacle. “They’ve been picked up in 
Puerto Rico and Haiti and will be sold later on in 
the market at Lima.” 

Even as he spoke, the air resounded to the angry 
oaths of the Spaniards in charge. “Move on there!” 
they were shouting. “Do you think we can stay 
here all day?” 

Francis shuddered as he saw one Negro after 
another cringe beneath the lash, then stumble into 
the hold—men, women, even children, their dark 
faces twisted with terror. But as the minutes 
passed and the heavy whips continued to descend 
without mercy upon the victims, he could restrain 
himself no longer. 
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“Stop!” he cried desperately. ‘These are people 
—not animals!” 

Alas! The Spaniards did not even hear his 
words, for added to the shrieks of the slaves were 
the bellowing of the frightened cattle, the neighing 
of the horses, the general coming and going of 
passengers and crew with their boxes and bundles. 

As Francis made ready to hurry down to the 
dock, Father Balthazar stretched out a restraining 
hand. “It’s no use,” he said soberly. “You'll see 
many scenes like this in the New World.” 

“But they’re beating one of those poor Negroes 
to death, Father! Just look over there!” 

“T know. But there’s nothing we can do about it. 
The men have orders to load the slaves in a given 
time. If they fail, they’ll be punished themselves.” 

“Dear Lord, let me do something for these poor 
people!” he thought. “Why, there are even children 
among them...and probably not one is baptized!” 

As the boat pushed southward toward the port of 
Buenaventura, the Captain assured Francis that 
there were some eight hundred slaves locked se- 
curely beneath the deck, and all of them 
pagans. 

“Black beasts, that’s what they are,” he an- 
nounced cheerfully. “Dirty, stupid black beasts. 
But they’ll bring a good price in Lima.” 

Francis stared, dumbfounded, wondering whether 
the Captain had ever learned that all men were his 
brothers in Christ. “Do you suppose I might visit 
these poor people?” he asked gently. “If they’re 
pagans, it’s only because no one has ever told 
them of our Holy Faith. I’d like to do that if 
you'll give permission.” 

The Captain was beside himself with horror at 
these words. “You want to go into the hold, 
Father? Why, it’s nothing but a filthy hole! No 
light, very little air....” 

“T know. But if the Negroes can stand it, so 
can I. And my visits would last only an hour or 
two each day.” 

It was soon evident, however, that the Captain 
would not agree to such a plan. Much as he re- 
spected the priesthood, and the Franciscan Order 
in particular, he would not permit Father Francis 
to go among the Negroes. It would be endangering 
the lives of passengers and crew to venture into 
the hold. Why, those eight hundred black beasts 
were crawling with filth and vermin! Anyone who 
went near them would surely bring back some 
dreadful disease. 

“What can I do?” he asked himself again and 
again, especially at night, when the groans of the 
prisoners rose above the stillness of the sea. “Oh, 
dear Lord! Surely there must be something... .” 


were 


Within a short time this heartfelt prayer was 
answered. As the ship entered the Gulf of Gorgona 
(about one hundred miles south of the Isthmus of 
Panama), a dreadful storm arose. For hours the 
Spanish vessel pushed ahead, buffeted by strong 
winds and a heavy tide. Then towards midnight 
there was a sudden and sickening crash. Far off 
its course, the vessel had foundered upon a reef! 
A great hole had been torn amidships, and now 
tons of water were pouring into the hold where 
the firearms had been stored. 

Panic broke out at once. Passengers and crew 
sprang screaming from their beds, groped in the 
darkness for what possessions they could find, then 
ran madly toward the deck. But there was little 
security here, for mountainous waves were bearing 
down upon the stricken vessel and the wind was 
of hurricane strength. 

“Dear God, help us!” gasped one man, whom 
knew to be Don Manuel de Rincon, a 
relative of the Viceroy in Lima. “Don’t let us die 
in our sins!” 

“Captain! 


Francis 


Where’s the Captain?” shrieked an- 
other. “He can’t let us drown like rats!” 

Quickly Francis and his friar companions went 
about among passengers and crew and gave general 
absolution. Then at the Captain’s request they 
turned a hand to making ready the lifeboats. But 
out on deck amid the drenching waves, the fury of 
the wind, the screams of the terror-stricken echo- 
ing through the darkness, Francis suddenly remem- 
bered the eight hundred slaves locked in the hold. 
Unless they were released at once, there would be 
no chance for them to save their lives. Perhaps 
even now the water had reached them.... 

“Of course someone must go to those poor peo- 
ple!” declared Father Balthazar when Francis has- 
tened to him. “Get the keys to the hold from the 
Captain. And take Father Didacus to help you. 
But come back here at once. Every man is needed 
to launch the lifeboats.” 

So Francis and his companion hurried into the 
depths of the doomed ship, praying fervently that 
they would not be too late and that they carried 
the right keys. Their prayers were answered. In 
a matter of minutes locks and bolts had been re- 
leased and the terrified Negroes were free to rush 
into the passageway that led towards the deck. 

For just a moment Francis gazed compassionate- 
ly upon these unfortunate brethren, struggling with 
the impulse to remain with them as they fought 
to reach the deck. How frightened they were! And 
some seemed even too dazed to understand what 
was happening. But obedience to Father Baltha- 
zar’s command prevailed. Every able-bodied man 
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was needed up above to help with the lifeboats. 

“T’ll try to come back later,” he called, following 
Father Didacus down the passageway. “Truly I 
will.” 

But many hours passed before he could fulfill 
this promise. In fact, it was mid-morning and a 
number of lifeboats had succeeded in reaching the 
shore, when, with a pang, he caught a glimpse of 
the slaves again. They had reached the deck all 
right, but during the hours of darkness the crip- 
pled vessel had all but broken in half. Both halves 
were doomed, but that in which the slaves now 
stood huddled together was starting to sink already. 

How long would the battered wreckage remain 
afloat? How long before the eight hundred would 
be swept into the sea? Francis did not know. But 
having received permission from Father Balthazar 
to do what he could for the victims, he rushed 
forward to stand high above the center of the 
breaking vessel and address words of comfort to 
those below. 

“There’s no chance to baptize each one,” he 
thought. “Father in Heaven, please give me the 
words that will help these poor people go to You 
just the same....” 

Thus while the wind blew his grey habit this 
way and that, and the water deepened over the 
sloping deck where the slaves clung frantically to 
to life, Francis began to speak of heaven. It was 
a wonderful place, he said, where pain and sorrow 
were quite unknown. And it would last forever. 
God had made it for those who loved Him. It was 
a free gift, to be accepted or rejected by each 
living soul upon earth—whether black or white, 
rich or poor, young or old. It was for slaves too, 
and could be theirs in just a little while they 
wished! All that was necessary was to ‘ove the 
God Who had made heaven, to believe in His good- 
ness and mercy and to want to please Him. 

The simple words bore fruit far beyond Francis’: 
hopes. Carried out of their fear, the slaves sud- 
denly cried out that they did believe in God, that 
they loved Him because of His goodness in creating 
them to be happy with Him forever in heaven. 
Every one of the eight hundred affirmed his desire 
to see Him, and to enjoy the good things of Para- 
dise which had just been described. And as he 
looked down into the black faces raised hopefully 
toward him from out the ever-deepening water, 
Francis experienced a tremendous thrill of joy. 
How good God was! He had just given the great 
grace of Baptism, the Baptism of Desire, to eight 
hundred poor outcasts! In a little while these black 
children, who had been intended for years of back- 
breaking labor in Peru, would be among the saints 
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He rushed forward above the center of 
the breaking vessel. 


of heaven. Through God’s mercy, the acts of faith 
and love which they had just made were sufficient 
to cleanse their souls from the stain of Original 
Sin. 

As the minutes passed, Francis did not leave his 
post. High on the windswept deck of his own part 
of the sinking ship, he encouraged the victims to 
accept death bravely, to make additional acts of 
faith and love of God. Then, quite suddenly, a 
giant wave bore down upon the boat, completely 
severing the two halves. For one dreadful instant 
the air resounded to terrified screams as the slaves 
found themselves hurled into the churning sea. The 
next, there were only the crashing of the waves 
and the roar of the wind. 

Powerless to help, Francis gripped the railing 
and stared down at the dreadful sight before him 

men, women and children struggling for their 
lives in the grey-green breakers. Then one after 
another disappeared into the depths. 

“Eternal rest grant unto them, O Lord,” he mur- 
mured, tears streaming down his face, his hand 
upraised in blessing, “and let perpetual light shine 
upon them. May they rest in peace. Amen....” 

(To be continued) 
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OLICE Jim 


officer, 
Ryan, sat in a wheel 


chair at the window 
of his home looking 
thoughtfully out on 
another evening of a 
dreary, week end. He had 
been laid up for over a month, the 
result of a motorcycle accident while 
on duty. He was beginning to get 
fidgety and restless for action. The 
room was in darkness. Jim liked to 
sit and watch the parade of head- 
lights as they passed under the over- 
head light on the corner. 

His head began to nod into a 
peaceful doze when his half closed 
eyes caught sight of two shadowy 
figures outlined against the white 
picket fence on the opposite side of 
the street. He they 
crossed and sat directly under his 
window. The glare of the corner 
light exposed the faces of two neigh- 
borhood boys with reputations. 

Young Squinty and Tony huddled 
with their backs against the side of 
the house and talked. Jim listened, 
unobserved. 

“Did you get it?” asked Tony, a 
sallow skinned youth with piercing 
brown eyes. 

“Sure, I got it,” replied Squinty 
under his breath. His throaty voice 





mean, 


watched as 
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and blinking eyes forming a queer 
combination under the light. 

“Let me see it,” said Tony. 

“We got to be careful,” 
Squinty. 

“Ah, nobody’s around,” said Tony. 
“What are you afraid of?” 

“I’m not afraid of anything,” 
Squinty answered, but if I get 
caught with this, I’ll be sent up the 
same as my Pop was.” 

Squinty looked around furtively, 
then slowly slid his hand inside the 
front of his shirt and carefully drew 
out a shiny revolver. He raised it 
above his knees to give Tony a good 
look, then pushed it back again, with 
the remark, 

“What do you think of it?” 

“Gee! It’s a dandy,” exclaimed 
Tony, his eyes brightening up. 
“You’re going to give it to him, ain’t 
you?” 


said 


“You bet I’m going to give it to 
him,” said Squinty. “He’s got it 
coming to him for what he did.” 

“T hope it’ll be soon,” said Tony. 

“Just as soon as I can get him 
alone,” said Squinty emphatically. 

“Old Munhall’s going to be a sur- 
prised copper,” grinned Tony. 

“Well, he deserves it if anybody 
does,” said Squinty, “and I want to 
get it off my mind because I 
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promised Pop.” 
“Think you'll see him 
asked Tony anxiously. 
“No, I got other things to do to- 
night,” Squinty. “You 
know his beat finishes up near the 
old railroad bridge, and he hits there 
two or three times every night. I'll 
be on the lookout for him, and when 
I see him alone I’ll let him have it.” 
“T wish I was with you, Squinty,” 
said Tony. 
“T have to do it alone,” 


tonight?” 


answered 


said Squin- 
ty. “Come on, let’s get going, it’s 
getting late.” 

They rose and sauntered off across 
the street, while the inquisitive eyes 
of officer Jim Ryan followed them 
closely until they passed out of sight 
around the corner. 

After they had disappeared, Jim 
sat for a while in deep meditation. 
He muttered to himself. 

“I could telephone headquarters 
and tell them to get in touch with 
Dan, but if it should turn out to be 
nothing but a boyish prank I’d be 
the laughing stock of the whole 
force. No, I'll just let Dan handle 
it in his own He knows the 
kids, and I’ll see him tomorrow any- 
way.” 


way. 


The next morning Jim looked out 
and grunted at the rain which had 
been falling all night. He scanned 
the morning paper hurriedly, and 
watched for the appearance of Dan 
with expectancy. He felt somewhat 
relieved later in the evening, when 
he saw the smiling face of the officer 
as he approached the 
which Jim was seated. 

“Evening, Jim,” said Munhall. 
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“How are you coming along?” 
“Doing fine, Dan,’ answered Jim, 

“but of course, this weather’s 

against me. I wish it would clear 


up!” 

“Well,” said Munhall, confidential- 
ly, “the chief gave us a fine bit of a 
sermon today, Jim.” 

“Another one, eh,” Jim said, “and 
what is it this time?” 

“It seems,” said Dan, “that all the 
good-will, and ‘Help thy neighbor’ 
societies throughout the town have 
banded together for the purpose of 
suppressing juvenile delinquency, 
and our chief has been named as a 
very prominent member of the com- 
mittee. So, we’ve been given our 
orders to go out and see that the 
kids of the neighborhood are kept in 
line. More work for the limbs of 
the law.” 

“Well, your starting time is right 
now,” said Jim. “You know that 
young Squinty Matlock—the kid 
whose father you arrested over two 
years ago for pulling a gun in a 
tavern brawl down by the river 
front?” 

“Sure, I know him,” said Munhall. 
“He’s got a husky voice and squinty 
eyes. The father was released two 
weeks ago, but I haven’t seen him. 
I suppose he keeps indoors.” 

“Well!” said Jim sincerely. “That 
kid is out gunning for your scalp.” 


“What's this for?’’ asked Dan, as he reached out and took the gun. 


“You’re not serious, are you, Jim?” 
Dan asked. “I don’t know of any- 
thing I’ve done to make the boy sore. 
We’re the best of friends.” 

“You might think so,” Jim said, 
“but young Squint and a kid named 
Tony sat under my window last 
night and talked about getting you. 
Young Squint pulled a gun out of 
his shirt front and showed it. I 
don’t mean to alarm you, Dan, but 
be careful. The kids of today are 
plenty tough.” 

“It’s funny, Jim,” said Dan, pre- 
tending to shake it off. “I like the 
boy. I think he’s an honest kid and 
means well. His mother is one of 
the finest women I’ve ever met. Her 
arms made a cradle for many a poor 
kid in this neighborhood.” 

“I know it,” agreed Jim. “I’m 
only telling you, be careful!” 


“Thanks for the tip, Jim,” smiled 
Dan, “I’ll be on my way. Tomor- 
row’s little Johnny’s birthday, and 
I’ll be anxious to get home early to 
help the wife with the surprise 
packages.” 

He buttoned his raincoat around 
his neck covering up the brass but- 
tons on his uniform, and walked off 
to complete the patrol of his dis- 
trict. His thoughts were slightly 
mixed up between the puzzling infor- 
mation learned from Jim Ryan, and 


his anxiety to get his work done so 
that he could hurry home to enjoy 
the consoling comfort of his wife. 


Dan finally reached the limit of 
his territory, a lonely spot situated 
near the old railroad bridge. He 
thought he’d heard the sound of a 
muffled voice. He paused and lis- 
tened. 


“Mr. Munhall!” The voice called 
in a husky whisper. 


“What is it?” asked Dan, look- 
ing towards the shadow of the 
bridge. 

“T don’t want anyone to see.” It 
was Squinty’s voice. 

“You’d better come out!” said Dan 
in a commanding voice. 


There was a silence for a few 
moments disturbed only by the pat- 
ter of the rain on the _ sidewalk. 
Then the youthful form of Squinty 
slowly crouched along the sidewall 
of the foundation and came into full 
view under the are light, beside 
officer Munhall. 


“What do you want?” said Dan, 
grasping his night-stick firmly. 


“IT want to give you this,” said 
Squinty, pushing his hand inside the 
front of his shirt and pulling out the 
empty revolver. 


“What’s this for?” asked Dan, as 
he reached out and took the gun. 

“Dad told me to be on the lookout 
for you and to give it to you the 
first chance I got. He said you de- 
serve it for the way you treated 
Ma and me while Dad was away 
He don’t want to see it again.” 


Dan broke the gun, looked into 
the chamber, then put it in his 
pocket, and asked, 

“How is your father, Squinty; | 
don’t see him around?” 

“He’s fine, Mr. Munhall,” smiled 
Squinty. “He starts to work at his 
old job on Monday.” Squinty 
sneezed. 

“God bless you, and good-night. 
boy,” said the officer. 

“Same to you, Mr. Munhall,” 
answered the boy, as he pulled the 
collar of his thin coat around his 
neck, and dragged his tired legs 
homeward in the rain. 
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THE PASSION oF ouR 






LORD JESUS CHRIST 


tet teetet 
By A Monk of Saint 


FIRST STATION 
JESUS IS CONDEMNED TO DEATH 


“IT have a baptism wherewith I am to be 
baptized; and how am I straitened until 
it be accomplished ?” 


HRIST is standing on the very brink of 
His Passion. Nothing now stands in 
the way of its accomplishment. His 
Father had willed that He take the 
the chalice. He had taken the cup of 
salvation into His holy hands. He had gone the 
course of His life. Now He is about to be baptized 
with death. The thought of death was a stirring 
thing even to the God-man. 
He called it His baptism, a 
passing of guilt from the 
shoulders of one to another. 
(In the rite of baptism do we 
not thrust Satan's guilt back 
upon him?) Recall how in the 
Old Testament the people of 
God would offer the Sin-offer- 
ing. A goat was brought into 
the sacred precincts, was load- 
ed with the sins of the people 
by the laying on of hands of 
the priests, then, thus loaded 
down, was driven out of their 
midst, out of the city, and fi- 
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Cross that man would offer Him. Upon it he was to 
empty the font of His body of its blood, to fill 
therewith the baptismal font of His Church. Water 
and Blood flowed from His side as tokens of His 
death, wherewith He is baptized. In it we also are 
baptized: “‘Know ye not that all we who are bap- 
tized in Christ, are baptized in His death?” (Romans 
6:3). 


Recall the guilty scene. Pilate had just baptized 
his hands in a mock baptism, striving by so doing to 
shift his own guilt to the hands of the Jews. He was 
not willing to share in the sufferings of the God-man, 
in His baptism. Poor weak Pilate! Alas, poor weak 
human nature, forever striving to shift the guilt of 


ONE its sins on others’ shoulders. 


The Jews also were not will- 
ing to share in Christ's bap- 
tism; they had recourse to 
mob-psychology, as so many 
now-a-days do. Pilate, the 
Roman, washed his hands of 
the Blood of this Just Man. The 
Jews called it down upon 
themselves in a mock-baptism. 


| know that bapsim for me 
has been no mockery. | have 
felt its wave pass over me, 
through me in true baptism. 

How many Pilates there are 


today! How many shiftless 





nally met his fate falling off a 
precipice. He was the scape- 
goat. 


The Son of God was now 
to have hands laid upon Him. 
He was to feel the weight of 


shifters of guilt! How few who 
take the sins of mankind on 
themselves, how few to par- 
take in Christ's baptism, how 
few who really live their own 
baptism, who wish to share in 








sin, to be driven out of the 
city, to be elevated on the 





the sufferings of Christ, and 
His Church. 
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Lord,—I do renounce Satan, his works, his 
pomps. 
I do renounce the world, its hypocri- 
sy, its guilt. 
I do renounce pleasure, 
living. 

Lord,—I do not deny my own guilt 
I do not renounce thy cross 


comtorts, so ft 


I do not renounce the baptism of 
Blood. 
Lord,—I love it, 
I will live it, 
I will die for it, if it be Thy holy Will. 
Amen. 


SECOND STATION 
JESUS RECEIVES THE CROSS 
“O lovely and refulgent Tree, 
Adorned with purpled majesty; 
Taken from a worthy stock, to bear 


Those limbs which sanctified were.” 


(Vesper hymn for the Finding of the Cross) 
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HE SAVIOR of the world indeed found 
the Cross. Even though thrust upon 
Him by sin and sinners, He embraced 
it ardently, identified Himself with it. 
His disciple after Him could exclaim: 

“Hail, most precious Cross, receive His disciple (St. 

Andrew) who hung on thee, my Master, Jesus Christ’’ 
(Antiphon of Vespers, St. Andrew.) That blessed 

disciple also received the Cross and died upon it in 

imitation of his Master. He preached the majesty of 
the cross to all who came to witness his martyrdom. 

The loving mother of Constantine, St. Helena, is 
a model of true Christianity. Esteeming the Cross 
truly precious, she went in search of it. She found 
it and lovingly gave it to the Church—a most pre- 
cious treasure. 

Few men today go in search of the cross. Most 
men try to escape it, try to give it to others. They 
do not see how precious it is. When they go to Holy 
Mass, they do not see the Cross on the sacred Host. 
When they go to holy Communion they do not 
accept it as part of their Christian duty. Crusaders 
of old, Missionaries of today, receive the Cross to 
carry it to pagan lands. We do well to receive it 
daily and carry it into the land of our souls. We do 
well to receive it on bended knee on occasions when 
we must say: “‘Not my will, but thine be done.”’ 





My prayer before His Cross: 


“O Cross brighter than all the stars, honored 
throughout the world, beloved by men, holiest 
of holy things, that alone was worthy to bear 
the ransom of the world! O sweet wood! O 
sweet nails! that bore so sweet a weight! save 
the people assembled here this day to sing thy 
praise, alleluia, alleluia. 

(Magnificat Antiphon of the feast 

of the Finding of the Holy Cross) 


THIRD STATION 
JESUS FALLS THE FIRST TIME 


“O ye Mountains, bless the Lord” (Canticle of 
the three children). 


E, the Savior of the World, falls. He 
falls under the weight of sin. He falls 
upon the hills of our sins, which we 
have neglected to level off. John the 
Baptist spoke of these hills of iniquity 
which would be obstacles to the perfect reign of 
Christ when He came. He did come, the hills which 
sin threw up in His path were the very obstacles He 
came to remove. Is it not then sin that caused His 
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mercy to overflow? Is it not for that very reason that 
He became man—to remove the “stumbling block” 
on which the human race had been falling ever since 
the fall of Adam? It is in this thought that the Church 
jubilantly exults on Holy Saturday: ‘‘O truly needful 
sin of Adam, which was blotted out by the death of 
Christ! O happy fault, that merited so great a 
Redeemer!” 
| do not rejoice in my sins. | hate them. They are 
ugly in the sight of God. They are barriers in the 
sight of love. When Thou fallest, O Christ, Thy 
weakness seems the greatest, but by so doing Thou 
deceivest Thy and our ancient enemy—for then Thy 
power is the greatest. The very flesh which Thou 
tookest deceived the old serpent. Now the wiles and 
crafty devices which he plants in our flesh are 
dashed against the Rock, which is Christ, in Thy 
Sacred Flesh. And the very thing which was Thy 
weakness, became for us the source of our greatest 
strength. The moment in which Thou didst fall, we 
arose in victory. 
“Bend thy boughs, O Tree of glory! 
Thy relaxing sinews bend: 
For while the ancient rigor, 
That thy birth bestowed, suspend; 
And the King of heavenly beauty 
On thy bosom gently tend!” 
(Hymn from Lauds of the Feast of the Finding 
of the Cross) 


FOURTH STATION 
JESUS MEETS HiS MOTHER 


“O Mary, Mother, uphold Thy Son!” 


ARY’S part ever since the beginning of 
the earthly life of her Son was to lend 
Him her Mother's aid, her Mother's 
love, whenever His human heart was 
shocked and bruised most by sin. Nev- 

er a Mother knew more sorrow over crime when it 
touched her son, than Mary. A Mother is crushed 
in her inmost soul when *er son is a criminal. No 
other Mother ever knew what anguish Mary's heart 
knew when she beheld her Son mangled and bruised 
by the sins of all men. Yet not a thought of re- 
bellion, nor of anger cast a shadow on her coura- 
geous soul against the criminals who so effaced her 
son. No other Mother could have borne all that 
infamy heaped upon a son of hers without the 
sustaining hand of divine help. But she was to be 
the Mother of us criminals too. Her heart was to go 
far beyond what ordinary human weakness is 
capable of. 
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Mary’s station on the Way of the Cross teaches 
us what a human heart is capable of that is sea- 
soned in divine grace. Often along our Way of Life 
when the thread runs thin our need of patience 
should cast us in the sorrowing arms of this Mother. 
When miseries, temptations and sins seem our broth- 
ers, we still have a Mother who once saw these 
things in the flayed face of Him who once nestled 
very close to her heart. 

1 am entirely beneath her notice. | would not 
take away from her one bit of pity she receives from 
her Son as He sees her stand there. their gaze meet- 
ing. But somehow, | seem so to stand there as does 
one corner in a triangle. A new trinity is born. The 
love of the God-man strikes the soul of His Mother. 
| am totally set on fire, and wholly conscious of my 
baseness; | can but cry to her, my face parched with 
tears: 

“What lookest thou upon, 

Mangled and bruised and torn? 

Ah, ’tis the very Son 

Thy maiden womb hath borne! 
Surely, each breaking moan 

And each deep-mouthed wound 

Its fellow in thy heart hath found!” 


FIFTH STATION 
SIMON HELPS TO BEAR THE CROSS 


“Carry ye one another’s burdens, and so you 
shall fulfill the law of Christ” (Galatians 6:2). 


nl ANY people today think it shameful of 
the Cyrenean that he had to be 

pressed into the service of the Master 

in this extreme hour. Why did he not 

accept this privileged task with alacri- 

ty? One might wonder why others did not offer to 
help Him with His burden. One might answer that 
it was not out of pity that they pressed Simon into 
the service. It was a fear lest their prize would not 
last long enough to gratify their desire to see his 
human flesh writhe under the piercing with the nails. 
On occasions when a man is down-trodden, when 
he is considered of cheap worth, when all honor 
has been denied him, there are few who can be 
found to help him. It would simply be bad policy to 
do so. One might have to fear lest he be considered 
as worthless as the one he helps. It is so very easy 
for a group to despise a despised man. The mob is 
perpetually pitiless. Few of us would have the 
courage to stand against the crowd. We know that, 
and still we condemn the Jews, the Romans for 
cruelty. How often does it not happen that an 


GRAIL April 














ne) 


woul 
least 
retai 
Not 

comr 


ey 
bare 
from 
Worr 
unde 
space 
of fil 
the 
of in 
to the 
of th 
whet 
divine 
think: 
sugge 
ica wi 

Vel 
woule 
lows 


1947 





wu 


fs 


be 
ster 
not 
cri- 
t to 
hat 
into 
not 
his 
ails. 
hen 
ynor 
. be 
y to 
pred 
Dasy 
yb is 
the 
that, 

for 
} an 


April 








inferior’s cause, reputation, or honor needs a cham- 
pion. Where are we on such occasions? Our brother 
is caught in a sin, in a political entanglement, in an 
unhappy situation, do we not shy of him, lest we 
become involved, lest our reputation suffer, lest our 
friends think less of us? Also, now-a-days it is un- 
fashionable to display a Crucifix in the home, lest, as 
some might think, we hold our religion under peo- 
ple’s nose, or sport it in our lapel. This shameful 
conduct makes us unworthy to carry His Cross after 
Him. 
These, O Lord, I shall not despise. I will help 
my brothers carry their Cross, and so I shall 
fulfill the law of Christ, and through their in- 
firmities, J shall reap strength, I shall become 
perfect. 


SIXTH STATION 
VERONICA WIPES THE FACE OF JESUS 


“] am @ worm and no man: the reproach of 
men, and the outcast of the people” (Ps. 21:7). 


© one would ever think of being friend- 
ly with a worm. On the contrary, the 
first impulse is to crush it with the foot 
when one sees it. Christ's body would 
be crushed and wrung out. No beauty 
would remain in Him. In death most men retain at 
least as much human dignity as their corpses can 
retain. Relatives see to it that they are presentable. 
Not so with Christ. The sacrifice would have to be 
complete. 





One does not like to touch a worm with one's 
bare hand. A cloth or paper is used to remove it 
from sight. When Veronica approached the divine 
Worm and offered to hide His sacred countenance 
under the veil of human pity at least for a brief 
space, and remove the obnoxious spittle and clots 
of filth which had gathered there in the course of 
the battle with sin, she was rewarded by a miracle 
of infinite tenderness for showing human kindness 
to the God-man. Whether Veronica's action was one 
of those masterpieces of womanly practicality or 
whether it sprang from a supernatural impulse of 
divine Grace, is difficult to say, but one instinctively 
thinks that that action must have been done at the 
suggestion of the Mother, in whose company Veron- 
ica was. 


Veronica was the first of those virgin souls who 
would follow the Master as closely as a sheep fol- 
lows its shepherd. She was the first one of those 


who would desire the beauty of His countenance for 
the satisfaction of her soul. After her there would 
be many who would seek the divine intimacy for 
themselves. 


After thee, O Veronica, come those souls 
who follow the Master, those souls who 
know His secrets, who have been entrusted 
with the care of His beauty, souls who are 
in charge of the beauty of the Image of 
Christ in the souls of the children of God. 
Keep them faithful to their flame. 
them pure. 


Keep 


SEVENTH STATION 
JESUS FALLS THE SECOND TIME 
“Christ our God hath Fallen to the earth.” 


HEN we come into the divine presence 
we shall always have to remember 
that once that presence lay in the dust, 
like a discarded toy. It has been ex- 
ceedingly humbled before men, before 
sinners, at the hands of sinners. Christ speaks to 
my soul: ‘Because for thy sake we are killed all the 
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day long: we are counted as sheep for the slaughter. 
Arise, why sleepest thou, O Lord? Arise, and cast us 
not off to the end. Why turnest thou thy face away, 
and forgettest our want and our trouble? For our 
soul is humbled down to the dust: our belly cleaveth 
to the Earth. Arise, O Lord, help us and redeem us 
for Thy name’s sake"’ (Psalm 43:22-26). 


St. Philip Neri used to tell the Lord to beware of 
him today lest he betray Him a thousand times, if 
left to himself. Yea, Lord, beware of me, but arise 
and redeem me from my sins; go Thy way on Thy 
blessed Passion, for: 


“Thou art my strength and my refuge; and 
for Thy name’s sake Thou wilt lead me, 
and nourish me, Thou wilt bring me out 
of this snare, which they have hidden for 
me: for Thou art my protector” (Psalm 
30:45). 


EIGHTH STATION 


JESUS IS COMFORTED BY THE WOMEN 
OF JERUSALEM 


“Jesus turning to them (women) said: 
Daughters of Jerusalem, weep not over me; 
but weep for yourselves, and for your children” 
(Luke 23:28). 


LTHOUGH women came to the proces- 

sion, they were quite at a loss how 
they could behave when the Christ 
would pass. They were part of the 
crowd. Were they like the foolish 
virgins who had no oil in their lamps? The hour 
came, the bridegroom delayed, their lamps went out, 
the door was bolted against them. They had to 
content themselves with beating the door with their 
hands and crying: Lord, Lord, open to us. But he 
opened not to them. These women came not like 
the two other women, the woman with a broken 
Mother's heart, the other with the veil of pity where- 
with to be of charitable service to her Master. 





Inefficacious sorrow, mere sentimentality in religion 
certainly earns nothing except reproach from the 
Lord. Many weepers in the Church weep tears in 
self pity rather than tears of true contrition for sin. 
They weep tears of hurt pride over their humiliation, 
rather than because the divine Master has been 
attacked by sin, their sin. Other weepers weep the 
desolate tears of desperation and discouragement. 
Let them take courage for their Lord has passed and 
said: Weep not! Still others weep because they have 
not been successful in this world. Such have not 
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entered into the true poverty of the God-man, they 
have not understood His doctrine: “And they that 
weep, as though they wept not; and they that re- 
joice, as if they rejoiced not; and they that buy, as 
though they possessed not’’ (I Cor. 7:30). 


“Heed, O Lord, heed the afflietion of thy people, 
give them not over to everlasting affliction.” 
“Spare, O Lord, spare Thy people; that having 
been punished with deserved scourges, they 
may find relief in thy mercy” (Prayer over the 
people: Thursday after Ash Wednesday). 


NINTH STATION 
JESUS FALLS THE THIRD TIME 


“Tam cast down upon the dust of the earth.” 


O speaks the psalmist. ‘‘The Lord’s is 
the earth, and the fullness thereof.”’ 
Did it ever strike you that he that 
keepeth the poles of the earth (1 
Kings 2:8) should now be cast so low 
upon the dust? He who so offen in the course of 
human history has lifted up His people (3 Kings 16: 
2) out of the dust of their depravity is now helpless- 
ly prostrate upon it. This our God-man is another 
Job lying upon the dung heap. He has sunk into it 
and struck the bottom of it. The depths of sin have 
bemired him. They have embraced Him like a vulture, 
they have kissed Him with the sting of the asp and 
the basilisk. They have befriended Him with the 
caresses of a lion and a dragon. The shadow of 
death has closed in upon Him. Brethren pass Him by 
as though He did not exist: ‘““My brethren have 
passed by me, as the torrent that passeth swiftly 
in the valleys’’ (Job 6:15). He is classed with the 
wicked who are like dust, which the wind driveth 
from the face of the earth (Psalm 1:4). This condi- 
tion of the Savior of the world is surely a call for 
penance: “Il reprehend myself, and do penance in 
dust and ashes” (Job 42:6). Hear the cry of the 
Lord of the world, hear it in the humble cries of 
sinners, hear it in my cries for mercy: 





“How long, O Lord, wilt thou forget me unto 
the end? 
How long dost thou turn away thy face from 


pe e 


How long shall I take counsels in my soul, 
sorrow in my heart? 
How long shall my enemy be exalted over me? 
Consider, and hear me, O Lord my God.” 
(Psalm 12) 
1947 THE 


TENTH STATION 
JESUS IS DIVESTED AND SCOURGED 


“Do not consider me that I am brown, because 
the sun hath altered my color: the sons of my 
Mother have fought against me” (Cant. 1:5). 


EVEALING His wounds, the shame of 
sin is made manifest in the Savior. 
““My flesh is clothed with rottenness 
and the filth of dust; my skin is with- 
ered and drawn together"’ (Job 7:5). 


It was jarring to the divine delicacy to stand on 
the lonely hill stripped. The brutal hands of sin 
were busily engaged in the final shame on a body 
that knew not sin. The eyes of the Virgin Mother 
were shocked to behold the manly frame of her Son 
in so shameful a condition. He shuddered at the 
cold glassy looks cast upon Him by the curious, by 
those who had come out “‘to see the end.” In Him 
the words of the Psalmist were verified: ‘For many 
dogs have encompassed me: the council of the ma- 
lignant hath besieged me ..And they have looked 
and stared upon me” (Psalm 21). You know how 
vulgar a crowd is, one that is engaged in some low 
business. You have heard the wrangling of the pub- 
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ELEVEN lic market. All these loomed up vulgarly in the pure 





eyes of the God-man, as His naked form stood there, Comr 
beheld by the bargainers, fish-mongers and rag- becai 
pickers of the Holy City. As His eyes gazed far out tools, 

into the future they peered into the twentieth cen- work: 

tury's dim fluorescence. men 
prog! 
{ Lord, I am ashamed of our stupid pride. dowr 


I am ashamed of the fashions of our times. 

I am ashamed of our smoke-filled, vulgar places. O 
I am ashamed of the way our men rend Thy 
Virgin-made seamless garment. Pardon our af- | Ir 
fronts, O Lord. 


ELEVENTH STATION 


JESUS IS NAILED TO THE CROSS 


“They have numbered all my bones” 


UR SINS are now visiting the innermost 
parts of our Savior. They are driving 
their cruel way to their mark. As the “Tt 
nails pierce the hands and feet of the 
God-man the echo of the hammer 

blows heard in the soul of every man who professes 

OPO RTET to be a Christian. There is no one who does not 


know the significance of the hammer. The horrid 


REG n QA R e hatred expressed in the clenched fist is a child of the 
age in which we live. It is a refusal of the age of reign, 








materialism to take part in the Passion. In the strug- indeec 
gle ofthe Material against the Spiritual there must, in the Tr 
the end, be a hand-to-hand engagement. Spirituality sacrifi 
must overcome the Material not by a mere ignoring means 
of the Material. The Spiritual must rather be built of the 
upon the destruction of the Material. Little as men had n 
think of it, the final struggle of the Material is about it to « 
to take place. On Calvary, where all the maladies the O 
of the world met, the body of Christ is about to be is alse 
devasted and put to death, only to give birth to Afte 
a new Body, the Church, which would go forth to a 
conquer all. The Body of Sin is to be put to death, ; 
and the Mystic Body of Christ is to live a new life of ve : 


the Spirit. All this took place 20 centuries ago, but it al 
| as age succeeds age it unfolds itself always more ne “a 
, me 





and more. 
The struggle of our age is a result of maladjust- He 
TWELVE ment between labor and the material of the world. “eas 
we 
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Communism is one solution, but it is the wrong one 
because it degrades the laborer. It makes men mere 
tools, machines, unresponsible and _ irresponsible 
workers. It is the barbarity of our age that submits 
men to inhuman commercial demands. Our vaunted 
progress turns out to be a degradation, a progress 
downward. 


O Lord, I make amends for the exploitation 
of human beings. 

I make amends for the unjust claims of Ma- 
terial upon the members of the Mystical 
Body. 

I make amends for the society which causes 
men to turn to Communism for the solu- 


tion which Thou alone hast. 


TWELFTH STATION 
JESUS DIES 


“It behooves Him to reign from the Wood.” 
LL KINGS of the earth reckon the be- 
ginning of their reigns from the day 
that they were crowned. This is also 
true of our True King. Crowned with 
thorns, He stretched forth His hands to 
reign, from the Cross. Strange throne of power 
indeed! But it is so. It is so because His hanging on 
the Tree of the Cross is not only a death; it is also a 
sacrifice. It is the sacrifice of the New Law. It is the 
means of making all things new. It is the beginning 
of the new Testament, that of love. Hitherto men 
had not known what love really meant. He taught 
it to us from His throne. All victims of Sacrifice in 
the Old Law were laid upon wood. Our Holy One 
is also laid upon wood. 


After Him, no one need be repelled by suffering. 
Every Christicn knows that his mission in the world 
is to liken himself to Him in all things. As suffering 
was His instrument of victory, His resurrection, so is 
it also that of the Christian, in this world. No suffer- 
ing, no glory; no dying, no rising with Him. 


He now continues His Sacrificial Reign in the 
Church through the Mass. There, daily is renewed 
the waning strength of the human race. There all 
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infirmity is made strong, all victory over enemies 
assured. 


“Faithful Cross, O tree all beauteous, 
Tree all peerless and divine! 
Not a grove on earth can show us 


Such a flower and leaf as thine.” 


THIRTEENTH STATION 


JESUS IS TAKEN DOWN FROM THE CROSS 
AND LAID IN MARY'S ARMS 


“Receive thy Son, O Mary, from men.” 


ONE to death by the sins of men, it 
now remains Mary's part to. come to 
the full realization of this when she 
receives Him into her arms. 





Sorrows 

of long standing lose their sharpness. 
Not so Mary’s. This last one was the Crown of all 
her sorrows. The gradation of her sorrows had 
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reached its apex, beyond which it would have been 
impossible to go, without the thread of life snapping. 
All that there was in the world, all that the world 
had yet contained came from the loving hand she 
now caressed with such tender grief. No other hu- 
man being besides Mary had any idea of the depths 
to which human grief could descend. The Mother of 
fair love had become the Mother of wounded love, 
sorrowful love. 


As she beheld Him in her arms, she, like Him, saw 
more than that which human eyes see. This dis- 
figurement of His body was the work of sin. It found 
a faithful reflection in her own soul. She beheld the 
sufferings of her Son and the effects of it on His 
chaste body, but she also saw the sufferings of His 
Mystical Body through the centuries. She saw in 
vision the sorrow of war mothers who would lose 
their sons. She shed tears for those women who 
tearlessly forfeit their rights to Motherhood. She 
tearfully held the unborn infants who would be 
denied their rightful place in the Church. Truly great 
is her grief, truly dreadful is her anguish. 
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FOURTEEN 


“Oh, that mournful Virgin-Mother! 
See her tears how fast they flow 
Down upon His mangled body, 
Wounded side, and thorny brow; 
While His hands and feet she kisses— 
Picture of immortal woe. 


(Verse from the Hymn for the Feast 
of the Seven Sorrows) 


FOURTEENTH STATION 
JESUS IS LAID IN THE SEPULCHRE 


“We shall run in the odor of Thy ointment.” 


EIGHTED by the sadness of the tomb 
which tore their souls, His few mourn- 
ers accompanied Him to His resting 
place. He was not to remain there 
long, ere all that He said would take 

place. For, had it not taken place, the human family 

would still be lying in its tomb. 





The great care and tenderness of those last mo- 
ments with the sacred remains would be memories 
Mary would always have of her dear One. She 
made the minutes last as long as possible, placing 
a kiss as a seal upon each gaping wound. 


How often since then has not Mary been present 
for the last anointing of her countless sons and 
daughters? How often has she not been the instru- 
ment of final perseverance for a son or daughter 
who had all but forgotten the essential things of 
life, but who had managed to remember some little 
prayer in her honor, half-heartecly uttered, yet not 
totally forgotten? How often has she not been a 
comfort when, by a fatal accident, in the twinkling 
of an eye a dear one was snatched away? She is the 
comfort of the afflicted ever since she laid her Son 
in the tomb. She is the consoler of the dying. The 
safe refuge for all who have recourse to her, the 
hope of sinners. 


“Gentle Mother, we beseech thee 

By thy tears and troubles sore; 

By the death of thy dear Offspring 
By the bloody wounds He bore; 
Touch our heart with that true sorrow 
Which afflicted thee of yore. Amen.” 
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BROTHER MEINRAD HELPS 


Please accept offering for Masses 
for the canonization of Bro. Mein- 
rad in thanksgiving for favors re- 
ceived; one, the recovery of my 
mother, and the other, a_ special 
favor that I have received. 

0.C. Indiana 


I wish to acknowledge a favor re- 
ceived through the intercession of 
Bro. Meinrad. I prayed to Bro. 
Meinrad for the safe delivery and 
good health of my baby and for my- 
self. My prayers were answered. 

B.S.T. Indiana 


I am sending you a dollar for a 
Mass to be said in honor of Bro. 
Meinrad for a favor that I obtained 
from him. M.L. Illinois 

Am enclosing small offering in 
thanksgiving to Bro. Meinrad. 

J.K. Illinois 


thankful for 
favors received through the inter- 
cession of Bro. Meinrad.' J.P. Ky. 


Am _ very special 


I want to make public thanks- 
giving to Bro. Meinrad whose inter- 
cession I obtained. 

M.L.S. New York 


Enclosed find $3.00 for Masses 
for the canonization of Bro. Meinrad 
in thanksgiving for three favors re- 
ceived; good health for myself, quick 
and complete cure of my mother’s 
knee, and 


solutions to problems 


bothering me. K.S. Mich. 
Enclosed please find $5. 


Please report a favor granted to 
an Evansville woman whose infected 
finger was cured through the inter- 
cession of Br. 
O.S.B. 


Meinrad Eugster. 


I am sending you the stipend for 
a Mass to be read in honor of 
Brother Meinrad for a favor re- 
ceived. I have received many favors 
from him. Mrs. T.H. Ind. 


Thanks to Brother Meinrad my 
left leg has been cured; I am still 
praying that my right leg will be 
healed. Mrs. A.B. La. 


Several petitions have been grant- 
ed here in the hospital through the 
intercession of Brother Meinrad. 

M. Hospital, Ohio 


Would you please have a Mass 
said in honor of Brother Meinrad. 
This money is from my husband’s 
first check from the job he received 
through the intercession of Brother 
Meinrad. Mrs. H.E.C. W.Va. 


Please have a Mass said in Honor 
of Brother Meinrad for a favor I 
received. Mrs. N.R. Kansas 


I have received a special favor 
through the intercession of Brother 
Meinrad. Would you please say a 
Mass of Thanksgiving in his honor. 

Mrs. R.A.J. Ind. 


A man writes, requesting that a 
Mass be said in honor of Brother 
Meinrad for a favor received. 

N.B. Illinois 





MONTHLY NOVENA 


15th to 23rd 


All who wish their petitions or in- 
tentions prayed for, please send 
them in to THE GRAIL, St. Meinrad, 
Indiana before the 15th of the 
month. A Novena of Masses will be 
offered each month for the glorifica- 
tion and canonization of Brother 
Meinrad and for all the intentions 


sent in. 


In order to make Brother Meinrad 
better known a booklet of stamps to 
be used on envelopes and packages 
can be obtained for ten cents from 
THE GRAIL, ST. MEINRAD, 
INDIANA. 


Please accept this offering for 
Masses in honor of Brother Meinrad 
in Thanksgiving for favors. re- 
ceived. M.R. Indiana 

I ask you to offer a Mass in honor 
of Brother Meinrad for temporal 
favors I have received through his 
intercession. Mrs. H.M.H. Ind. 


Would you please offer a Mass of 
Thanksgiving in honor of Brother 
Meinrad for a special favor received. 

Mrs. C. M. Penn. 

I have received many favors from 
Brother Meinrad. Please offer a 
Mass of Thanksgiving in honor of 
Brother Meinrad. E.G.M., Cal. 


I had trouble with my glasses and 
asked Brother Meinrad that, if I 
would be relieved with having to go 
to the eyedoctor, I would have a 
Mass for the Poor Souls offered in 


his honor. Mrs. A.B. New York 


I promised a Mass in honor of 
Brother Meinrad for a favor I re- 
ceived through his intercession. 

Mr. and Mrs. G.L.S. Mo. 

Through the _ intercession of 
Brother Meinrad my husband is now 
in much better health. Would you 
please say a Mass of Thanksgiving 
in his honor for this favor. 


Mrs. J.C.O’B. Ky. 


Please say a Mass in honor of 
Brother Meinrad for a special favor 
received. C.S. Indiana 


I am enclosing an offering for 
Masses to be said in honor of Broth- 
er Meinrad for his Canonization for 
the many favors I have 
through his intercession. 


D.B.M. 


received 
Indiana 


I asked Brother Meinrad to help 
me in the sale of a piece of proper- 
ty. Would you please say a Mass 
for his canonization in thanksgiving 
for this favor I have received. 

Mrs. A.R. Ohio 

















Friendship, 


Worldliness, The 
ment, The Spiritual Life, and other 
subjects make up this book. 


Highly 
who wishes a complete picture of 
Christ: 
Judgments 
Christ. 













BY ARCH-\_Y BISHOP 


Loneliness, Cravings, Woman, | 


Courage, Piety and 


Pietism, are included in this volume 
by Archbishop Goodier, S. J. 


Price $1.50. 


THE MEANING OF LIFE 


Archbishop Goodier, S. J. 


Price $1.25. 
Another book of spiritual essays: 
Blessed Sacra- 


THE CROWN OF SORROW 


Archbishop Goodier, S. J. 
Price $1.25. 


Meditations on the Passion and 


death of Our Lord. 


JESUS CHRIST, THE SON OF GOD 


Archbishop Goodier, S. J. 
Price $1.25. 


recommended to anyone 


The Historie Christ; The 
of Christ; Belief in 
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Now back in print this book of 
the appearances of the 
Mother at Portugal, can 
continue making known the mes- 
sage of Our Lady of the Rosary to 
our modern world. 


Blessed 
Fatima, 


Price $2.00. 


TWO 
NEW 
BOOKS 
by 
Henry Brenner, O.S.B. 
OUR LOVING FATHER 
Price $1.25. 


BROTHER TO BROTHER 


Price $1.25. 


Order from 








The GRAIL Office Reom 7 ST. MEINRAD, (WD. 









BENEDICTINE BOOKLETS 


What is a Benedictine? He is a 
follower of the Rule of St. Bene- 
dict. Who is St. Benedict? The 
answer is given in the booklet: ST. 
BENEDICT APOSTLE OF PEACE, 

25¢. 


Would you like to see what a 
Benedictine Monastery looks like? 
Then you will surely want a copy of 
A MONASTIC HOME. 25¢. 


Are you interested in learning 
what a modern Benedictine Monk 
is like—what he does, what he 
thinks, how he lives, and all that? 
Read COME AND SEE! 25¢ 


Do you like parables? If you do 
you will like the Allegory of the 
Benedictine Vocation by Dom Bede 
Camm who describes it as a voyage 
on the Sea of Life in the ship called 
“PAX.” This booklet is THE 
VOYAGE OF THE “PAX.” 25¢ 


If you would like to have all 
these four booklets send One 
Dollar to the address below and ask 
that the Four Benedictine Booklets 
be sent to you. 






